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MARQUIS OF KENT. 

LORD CHAMBEKLAIN 
OF HEU llAjESTY'fi HOUSEHOLD, &C, 



A HE utmost success J ever proposed from thh phr* 
fva4tf that it might reach the lastc of a Jew ^oott 

jfiti'gc^t and from thence plead a sort <tf a title to 

your Lordship^s prote^ion / an J if the most jttst ttnj 
candid critics are not the greatest flatterers t i h'tve not 

failed in mj proposal. j4s for those gentlemen that 
thrust themselves forward upon the stage Utfore a 
crowded audience^ as if they resolt'cd to play them- 
selves, and save the a^or the trotiI*le of presenting 
them ,- they indeed, as they are above instrttction, so 
they scorn to he diverted hj It, and %«ill as soon allow 
me a goodnfoice as a genius, I did not trttcnd it 
should entertain any, that never come with n design 
to sit ont a play; and there/ore, without helng mnck 
mortified, am content such persons shonld dislike it^ 
If I would have been less instructive, T might easify 
have had a louder, though not a more Trainable ap 
plause. But 1 shall ahK*a ys pr rj 
attention y before the noisy roar 

.pl^yi^y- ', isapQoranii 

.i..^^^ .„ ^ J, ^iii the success o/ *.^«'. |. 
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^pusUlon to j'our Lonchltips effuai intentions, under 4 
Jahe ami intricate presence of not Itcin^ aide to eon 
*p!}' ^ii^^ tkam ; ihe town is likely to he more rnJM 
Halned witk the private tUssetttionx, tJian tlie fiNfd 

perfofmanct oj either, mnd - the aU^rs in n perpetn 
'Jc^r attd necessity of pelilionmgjrmir^LorJship evt 

scfrtnnjor new re/iej. 

7b succoftr the iiistrpssed ij th^Jint marfk of^n 

rtess, and your Lordship is tfninentij distin^uiMh^k 
./tfrii virtue thai cenaittiy claims tka ttgjet plnca tal 

7'h0 dinimertsted choice and manne?' of your Lan 

shtp*s dif posing plncf^s in jour »ift, are proofs ihi 
'Y9it always Imtfe ihe claims of merit under jnt§rfii\ 

a*td ten detest consideration* jind from ike atsn 
^nncc of this thought, -my Lord» the stage, the poeti 

and the players, lay thiir cause , their lipprs, an 

titmost expectations at jour Lordship s Jeet for 

port, and protection. 

I am^ 

My Lord^ 

Your Lordship's tnost humhle, 

^4nd most olwdient jen*ant, 

COLLET CtDBKl 



PROLOCJ^UE. 



Since flays are but the mirrors of cur U'veSy 
AmfToqnlir'lafe'fHantind^are to iu*ves j 

Since those dissohjeless fetters too, must be 
Our greatest happiness or misery ; J) % *^-4 

H^hat subject ought, in reason, more to. please ycf^ l"" '*,.. 
*Than an attempt to make those chains sit easy ? ^ n-.-a-^w^t- 
'Though in the noose so many souls seem curst, • ' 

Pray nuho V in fault? — Tor 'when you" ^e said your ivorst^ 
Tou all did feel it happiness-^ — atjirst, 
Therefore our author dreiu ycu once the life 
Of careless husband, and enduring *tt7/^, y%^jL^. \jf^ 
Jf^o by her patience (though much out of fashion) 
Retrieved, at last, her ivanderer^s inclination. 
Yet some there are, ivho still arraign the play, 

Jtt her tame temper shocked, as ivho should say 

The price, for a dull husband, ivas too much to pay. 
Had he been strangled sleeping, luho should hurt ye ? 

When so pro'vok'd revenge bad been a virtue, 

If" ell then to do his firmer m'.ral right. 

Or set such measures in a fairer light. 
He gives jou noixj a 'wife, ke\5 sure^_in fashion^ 
Whose ujrongs use modem means for reparatian^ ^ 
No fool, that 'will her fije in suffertjtgs nvaste. 

Who more in honour jealosy Jtban. in love, "^ 

Resolves reiCfU^^sballJ"- *»— — . '-•<io<ue ; 
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Mr. Kennedy. 
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Lady Wronglove, 
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THE 

LADY^S LAST ST AKE, 

ACT /. SCEl^E L 



Lord WrongloveV Apartment, Lord Wrong love 
ahm, muswg. 

Lord ITronglove. 

My wife as abundance of other ram of quality's 

wives are is a miserable woman — ask her the rea- 
son, she '11 tell you — husband : ask me, I say, wift^ 
all 's entirely owing to her own temper. 

' Enter Mi-s. Hartshorn. 

Mrs. Harts. My Lady desires to know if your Lord- 
ship pleases to spare her the chariot this morning? 

Lord ^. Hah ! That *s as much as to say, I have a 
mind to guess when, and how you go out this morn- 
ing. I Aside.'] Well, the chariot is at her service. 
{Exit Hart,] This continual jealousy is insupportable. 
—What '8 to be done with her ? What 's her com- 
plaint? Who's the aggressor? I'll e'en lefcr t\A 
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Lord Jf^. Give my service, say I shall be glad to sal 
hi in, lExii Brush,] D 'y^ Iiear ! Brush ! [Brush ntwrm* \ 

Brush, my lord ? 

Lord /r. Is the footmsm come back yct> 

Brush, Yes, my lord, he called at White's, biif 
there's no letter for your lordship. 

Lord IF. V^ty welL {Exit Brush*] I cin't ima- 1 
gine the meaning of it. Sure I have Hot played wil 
tlie bah^'fiiced girl^ '^ Ilminiove^vith llcr \ and 3 
her disappointing me yesterday does not slip so easl 
through my memory, as things of tliis gentle nature I 

used to do. A very phlegmatic symptom.- " Alfl 

" yet if she had come, 'tis reU to one, the greati 
** relief she covdd have giVeii nie, ^rtrould have bee 

" fair excuse to get rid of lier — Hum 1 ay^, 

*' all's snfe* Slie^ia s only _stirrfid ffly-pddE. J^finii, 
**^ hearths as sound aa my constiturion, and yet* ha* 1 
" coming, nor excusing it, puzzles me/' 



Enter BitusH, 

Brush. A letter for your lordship. 

Lord /F. Who biought it ? 

Brush. Snug, the chairman. 

Lord W, Oh 1 't is right, now we shall be let Iff 
the secret. [^RtaJs.^ * I won't beg your pardon fbrj 
coming yesterday, because it was not my fault, 
indeed I'm sorry I could not.' Kind, however^ 
tliough it is possible she may lie too. * To be shorty | 
' old Teizer smoaks the business, poss." — By her stile, 
the child ffe«ns to have a gre»t geaius for iniquitji 
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but who thi deuce is old Teizer ? Oh \ tliat must be 
her uacle. Sir Friendly Moral ! ' Sraoaks the business, 
poss P Very well. ' For he watched me all day, as 
if he had been in love with me himself: but you may 
(depend upon me tUis afternoon about five, at the same 
place, till when, dear Dismal, adieu !' \TLears the leU 
t€rS\ Well said! 'egad, this girl will debauch me! 
.What pity 'tisjierjperson^does not^rjead^likoier un-p V 
d ersF^mSinj: ! .But she is one of Eve's own sisters, born* 
> WP9)an. 3id the fellow etay for an answer. \Exit Br. 

Enter Mrs. Hartshorn. 
Harts, My lady xiesircs to know if your lordship 
, pleases to drink any tea ? 

Xord W^ What a mess of impertinence have I had 
this mojTiing ! . But I *U make my advantage of this. 
[vfjk/-?J.Pray, thank your lady, and tell her I desi;-c 
i she '11 l?e pleased to Qpme and diink some with me. 
[£a7V Harts.] When a man has a little private folly 
upon his hands, 'tis prudent to keep his wife in good j 
humour, .at least, till the ft.ailty's thoroughly com-'" • 
oaaitted, \Exit. 

Enter Lady Wronolove and Brush. 
Lady W, Where 's my lord ? 
Brush. I believe he 's writing in his closet, madam ? 
if your ladyship pleases, I '11 go and see, 
Lady/r. No, stay— I'll— I'll— — Wait without. 
Brush, Jealous, by Jupiter ! I must lookshai*p I see. 

\^ReUves. 
I 
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" Uct, and yet with all the com tea! justice in ^H 
*^ world? Ha, ha P* J 

X-ady /r. But, my lard, all this is mightily tbroTi^| 
away upon mc. j^rvPtUiad any great genius to h^| 
mour^ besides, that little I have, you know, I havenoiH 
reason to be out of. And to spare you the vain trou- I 
ble orciukavouiin^ to impose upon me, I must tell I 
you, tliat this usage is fit only for the common wretch^ 
you converse with. jB 

Lord ff\ IJy my soul, I don't believe the like ev^ 
happened in all the accidents of human life! Such an J 
incredible, such a romantic complication of hlunderfl 
" that, let me perish, if I think Moli ore's Cocu XiviS 
'* g'maire has half so many turns in it, as you shfl| 
** hear, child/' In the fust plice, the ^lortcr makciH 
blunder, by mistaking the place for the person, x^f 
enquires for me, instead of one at ray house; i^| 
blockhead, Bru^h, here, carries it on, and with his oiB 
blundering hand gives his mistress's letter to me. ^| 
sooner was that miitake set to rights, but the pieces iH 
the letter fall into your hands, and (as if fortune re- 
solved the jest should not be lost) you really fancte^il 
cam^ from a mistress of mincj and so, by iviiy of ^| 
mical resentment, fall out of humour with year tS 
ajjd send it to me again, ha^ ha, ha I """^H 

" Lady IT. This evasion, my lord, is the worst $^| 
** tlwt ever any sure was made of, ^ 

** Lord W, 'Twont do, I find, but *tis nn matterjj 

** ril go on. {AsuU\] Ha, ha I And so, upon thiH 

^ fi'h^t doci I, but instead of making you cusy, uH 
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" you go on with the fancy, till I was thoroughly con- 
** vlnced your suspicion was real, and then comes me 
* * about with the most unexpedled catastrophe, and telU 
*' you the whole truth of the matter, ha, ha, ha I <^.. ^ 

*' Lady /T. A very pretty farce indeed, my lord! ^ 
** but by the. thinness„of the. piftt* _! see you have not'j^.^ 
" given yourself much contrivance. ' - , V 

** Lord fr. No, upon my soul, 'twas all so directly 
** in nature, that the least fiftion in the world had 
« knocked it all to pieces." 

Lady ff. It 's very well, my lord ; I am as much dii- 
verted with the entertainment, I suppjose, as you ex- 
pefted I should be. 

Lord ^. Ma, ha ! Why, did I not tell you I should 
divert you ? 

Lady W. You have indeed, my lord, to astonisli- 
men t. Though there 's one part of the. design you left 
diit m the relation, arid that was the answer that you 
wrote (by mistake I stippose) to your man^s mistress, 
""^ord fT. Oh, that — ^whyr that was — that was — the 
•*-the — the — ^the answer ? Ay, ay, the answer was sent 
after the porter ; because you know, if he had gone 
away without it, 'twas fifty to one the poor fellow*s 
mistress would not have been reconciled to him this 
fortnight. But did you observe, child, what a coarse 
familiar stile the puss writes ? 

Lady fT. Coarseness of stile is no proof tliat the 
piiss might not be mistress to a man of quality. And 
I must tell you, my lord, when men of <\u^lvt^ oxv 
find their account in engaging v/ith viovae^x viVok**^ 
Ciij 
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highest modesty is impudence, methinks they should 
npt wonder if men. of their own principles, whose im- 
pudence is often mistaken for wit, should talk their 
wives into the same failing. 

Lord W, Let me die, child, if you ha'n't a grreat deal 
of good sense, \.Sipptng his tea* 

Lady /r. 'T is not the first time that an affronted 
wife has convinced the world of her personal merit, to 
the severe repentance of her husband. 

Lord U^, Abundance of good sei^se. 

Enter Brush. 

Brusk. Lord George, my lord. 

Lord IV, Desire him to walk in-r— Nay, you need 
not go, child. 

Lady ^. I am not in a himiour now for company- 
There 's a couple of you. [£x//. 

Lord JV, What pains tliis silly woman takes to 
weary me ! always widening the breach between us, as 
if 'twere her interest to have no hopes of an accom- 
modation, as if she felt no pain in making her own life 

. wretched, so she could but imbittcr mine Let her 

go on — ^Here's one that always sweetens it, 

EnUr Lord George. 

Ah, my Gregory! ** Kiss." 

Ix>rd G, •* And kiss, and kiss again, my dea r 
« By Ganymede, there's neftar on thy lips. Oh, thei 

" pleasure of a friend, to tell tlie joy T' Oh, Wrong* 

Jove! 5UchJ2opes! 
Lcrd /v. Hey-day I wi\aCst\v^iQaXX«X 
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Lord G. Such soft ideas ! such thrilling thoughts of 
aching pleasure! In short, I have too much on't. 

Lord IV, Thou str ange piece o f wild nature ! 

*« Lord G. Deatlil I tell thee, man, I^ above half 
*' seas over. 

'« Lord H^. One would rather think half the seas were 
"over you; for, in my miad, you don't talk like a 
*' man above water. 

" Lord C Pr'ythce, forgive me. How is it possi- 
?* ble I should, when all my faculties are drowned in joy ? 

" Lord G. Then, pr'ythee, my dear, float about, 
" shut down the sluice of your rapture, before the 
" nothingness of your words gets over the ba nks of 
" your understanding."' In plain common senseTTet's 
know the business. 

Lord G, Why, the business, in one word— it's 
impossible to tell you. ^^ 

Lord ^. Impossible! Will you drink any tea T^ 

" Lord G, Tea! tliou soft, thou sober, sage, and 
" venerable liquid, thou innocent pretence for bring- 
** ing the vj'icked of both sexes together in a morning j 
" thoufenialetcm^^ue-jraftAUig^ 
** opex^ng^ wink-tipping cordial, to whose glorious 
** insi£idit^J^wpjffieT\^^]^st1[n^^ let 

" me fall prostrate thus, and s — ^p, s — p, s — ^p, thus 
'* adore thee. [Kneels and sips the tea. 

** Lord U^, Come, come, you silly, aft*e6ted rogue, 
" get up and talk at least like a fool to be understood. • 
** Lord G. Don't you think there's pleasure in af- 
'« fci^ation, when oiie 's heartily in good-Vwxvtvowt "^ 

\yery ojfcctcdlj. 
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** Lord /r. Impertinent puppy 1 Drink your tea.' 

Lord G. Oh, "Wrooglovc! I have been dnnkingl 
tea — [Tr^K sported. 

Lord /r. With somi laugfiing ladies, I presume, 
whose incessant concussion of words would not let you [ 
put in a syllable, and so you are corae to case yourself | 
upon me. 

Lord C. Then, pr^ythee, be a friend, and Itt mc I 
speak. 

Lord /r. Not only bl.ink verse, but rhyme, if yoal 
please. In the name of nonsense, go on* 

Lord G. Sweai* then. 

Lord/r. Swear! 

LordG. Ay, swear* 

'* Lord W. Blood 1 ■ 

" Lord G, Psha ! Pr'j thee. 

<* Lord IV. Nay, pray, sir, give mc bave to pLiy ( 
** fool in my tarn ; the moment you speak to be i 
** derstood, I'll secure you a reasonable answer. 

'• Lord C" Swear then never (to any mortal) 
tru6t from you, to hint, or spevik, of what I sliall « 
cover* 

*' Lord /f* . Upon my honour* 

** Lord G* Honour t The common hackney-i 
•• of fops, rakes, and sharperii : swear mc by 
♦* thing dearer than thy eyes, than life or liberty. 

•« Lord /r. Indeed 1 

<♦ Lord G:' Swcai' mc by all tl^ tcnderest hopcil 
Jovct by thy »oft sighs of pain, proceeding from tlif 1 
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Lord /r. I do, by something dearer to me yct^— 
By my short stay after possession, by my chaise after 
hard riding, by my easy chair after dinner, and by 
t' other bottle after the bill's paid, I will be secret. 

Lord G, Ay, now be perjured if thou darest — Know 
then- — rat last, that generous lovely creature has said 
behind my back, that I am the most sober, good-hu- 
mourM, and agreeably inoffensive young fellow, that 
ever came into a civil family. To be short, she has 
made me a general invitation to her house j upon which 
I have tak c^a.lQd£ij:\g§^.tliat.l9gk full into her back 
closet window, and drank tea with her alone this 
morning. 

Lord W. Some humble sinner, whose only charm is 
being anotluer man's mistress, I* 11 lay my life on't. 
[Aside.'] Well, and what did you give her ? 

LordG. A bleeding leart, all studded o'er with 
wounds of her eyes' own making. 

Lord JV, That is, you pulled out your watch as you 
were going away, and she took a fancy to one of the 
seals. ** Though by the dpvicel presume it was only a 
" modern bauble j so 'tis probable you might not have 
** come off much cheaper at mother Davis's." 

Lord G. " Profanation!" To be serious then at 

once, I have solid hopes of my Lady Gentle. 

Lord H^, Hoh ! hoh ! Oh, thou vain, tliou senseless 
fop ! Is all this mighty rapture then only from a fine 
woman's being commonly civil to thee ? The mere 
innocent efFeft of her good -humour and breeding. 

" Lord C, Pshat tell not me of wheixce \t \s 'ooitv> 
/< )et it suffice I ' ve form'd it into hope \ \et ^ cm >L:ai'cv\^ 
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** civil, secret sighers, such as never think tlie fair i 
« sure till they hear tlie tag of her lace cBck, think it 
'* no cause for joy j but I have a soul that wakes, tb 
** sturt3 up, at the lea^st dawning cranny of a hope, s 
** sets my evciy faculty on fire, She must, she mi 

** she mubt be won For sinc^ I have resolved 

** hope, my fancy doubly painta her beauties^ 

** she's all one fragrant field of charms, to pamper 

** the blood of wild desire, 

" Lord /T. Ah, George, what luscious morsels tlieil 
«' mnst her husbmid take of her I 

« Lord G. Why didst ihou mention him? — I 
«* I crm't bear that thoiight — -C:ui she love 

<« Oh> the verdant vales, the downy lawns of fruit/ 

•* ful hlhoi the overflowing springs of cool rcfreshjl 
" beauty, that luppy dog must revel, range, 
«* &port in I 

^* Lord /r. Nay, die wpnian's r\ fine creature, thd 
" certaiaj it's a thousjaiid pitves one can't laugh j 
** out of that unfasliionable folly of liking her 
" band, when here 's a man of undisputed honour i 
«* that knows the world, tliat understands love 
** nun to a tittle, that would at the least tip 
« wink rid her of all her incumbrances, set her at] 
** very top of the mode, and qualify her f: 
** maintenance in the twiakiing of an ki. 
•' window. X ^ 

'* Lord G. Can you be a moment^cn^lJS^'^ 

" Lord //', Faitli, sir, if 1 am not, 'tis only to i 
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Lorxl G. You seein to think this business impr:i*^ti- 
cable. 

Lord W, Why, tmly, for any great progress I sec 
you have made, I don't think but it is ; and if you Ml 
take my opinion of the woman* I do think, provided 
you Ul allow there 's any sugh thing in nature, she's 
one of i mpregnabl e virtue : that you can no more 
make a breach in her honour, Than find a*flaw in hes « 
features^ BaTeTut' a little her over-fondness tor piayl \ 
she 's the perfedtion of a good wife. 

Lord G, Oh, your servant, sir ! you pwn she has a 
Passion for play then. 

Lord W, That I can't deny ; and what 's worse, I 
doubt she likes it a great deal better tiian she undtr- 
stunds it. I hear she has lost considerably to the Count 
of bte. 

Lord G. You must know then, thvit the Count is my 
engineer : he and I have a right understanding ; when- 
ever she plays we are sure of her money. Now Iw has 
already stripped her of ^11. her running cash, besides 
eight hundred pounds upon honour : for payment of 
which I made him send a downright pressing letter by 
me this morning. I observed her a little startled when 
she read it, and took that opportunity to screw myself 
into the secret, and offered. my assistance. To be 
$hort, I addressed myself with so much tender regard to 
her cofifusion, that before we parted, I engaged this 
afternoon to lend her a thousand pounds of her own 
money to pay him. 

Lord 7F. I confess your battery's raised .x^oatv^A \Vt 
on!/ yveak side of her virtue. But how ;!a:e ^'o\x ^\ix^ 
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you cnn work her to push her ill fortune ? She TnayJ 
give over play. What will all your advantaijcs signi^ 
if she does not loose tn you more tlian she can pay f 

Xord Cr. Oh I I have an expedient tor that too- 
Ldok you, in short, I Tjron't spoil my plot by disco ve: 
ing it J a few hours will make it ripe for estecution, ami I 

then but 

There is no fear that I should UU 
^ he joys that are unspcakahh. 

•* Lord W. Ha, ha ! and^ you are really in love, 
•* the veij cxtreiiilty pfpassvon 1 ^ 
~" Loid G, Pr'ythee, doirt laugh at me, [Affecti 

*< Lord H'. Don^t you think I have heard you ^ilj 
'* a great deal of patience ? 

** Lord G, Nay, I know we puppies in love are tin 
** some/* 

Lord IV, And so you think that all this extra rt 
gance of your stile and gesture must have convincd 
me that you really care sixpence for this woman ? 

Lord G* Would you have mc swear ? 

Lord W, Ay, come, do a little. 

Lord G. Why, then, by all the sacred tics 
nour, friendship, and restless love, had I but ill 
thousand pounds in the whole world, and nothing i 
could purchase her ■ 

Lord IT- I dare swear youM give it every shilllfi 
that you really could love her, though It were only I 
get rid of j^otir passion for Mis, Conquest, 

Lord G, Vrtxy, then, look you - 
toni fK You may swear tvU you are black, in i 
\€ics$ bu^ you love U^, \^tt cti\j» \witoA 
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our passion for La4y Q ^p tff h ^ ffe^eti. . . j^iot iiUt I(^ ^ 
rant you'll pursue k, for when nothing's in view ^^ 
ou Yejndifati^ble. ^Ypu are a BuTe" uneasy at the , , 
mallness of Mrs. Conquest;^„£DidtaAG*.aa3^.WQu^-^n 

•ersuade yourself you are in love in another place '/' , 

Jut, hark'e — ^you'll marry lEieiv^— And so, if your 7- 
hariot's at the door, you shall carry me to White's ^ ^ 

Lord G, Why, then (eaicept myself) thou art posi- /^ ; { 
ively the most impudent fellow upon the face of the ' /-^ 
arth. [Exeunt. 1 

ACT 11, SCENE /. 



Continues, Enter Lady WronClove. 

Loify Wronghve. 

* W tjv ^m J f;h ^s uneasy l_Sm:&Xam^Ainreasonablc 

< in my tempe r ^ I over- rate myself— For if the 
^ husband's yiQl^|JQft.ii£. his marriage-vow is in itself 
« so foul an injury, whenqei^it tha^t^e law's so spa- 
f ring ni its provision of redress ? And yet 't is sure 

* an injury, because just nature makes the pain of 
« bearing it outrageous. Oh, hard condition! For if 
« e'en that pain provokes the wife to move for repara- 

* tion, the world's gross custom makes her perhaps a 

< jest to those who sliould assist her. If she offends, 

< the crime's unpardonable, yet if injured, has no 

« right to compensation. It may be usual this, but ; 

< sure 'tis unnaturaU 

D 
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Enter Mrs. Hartshorn. 
Mrs. Harts^ Madam» the porter'^s come back. 
Lady W, Bring him in, [£jfi/ Mrs. Hamj 

Enter Porter. 
Well, friend, how far have you followed them ? 

Fort* Why, an' it please, your honour, iirst thcfl 
both went in Lord Gcorgc'i chariot to WMte^s, 

X-ady fV* How long did they stay? 

Port. V/hy» «iii' it please your hono\ir, they Etai4 
as near as I can guess, about a very little time. 

Lady //''. AVhithcr did they go then » 

Port, Why, then they stopped a little at the coach 
maker s at Charing-cross, and looked upon a sma 
thing ih^rcthey Call a hooby-hutch, and did not tUy\ 
and so then stopped agam at the fruit- shop in Covent 
Garden, and then just wtnt up to Tom's cofiee-hou» 
and then went a\vay to the toy-shop at the TempU 
j^Ate, and tliere they staid I can't teli you how long 
uu* please you. 

Lady if. Did they buy any thing? 

Port. Vci, a numl>er of things, truly. 

Lady /r. Were they mostly for men's use, or ho 

Port, Nay, 1 don't know j such sort of trangams i 
the gtntry use : I remember one was *• such'* :i kin 
of a small scissars-casc " as that by your honour's sid 
my Lord Wrongbve bought it. 

Lady i#'. So 1 that w.^ ^c, I am sure, [Au 

Do you JsjioMi-wkiLli^ v 
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Tort, Troth, I can't say I do. They came away, 
in't like your honour, but I did not see them pay for 
my thing — And so after that ' 

Enter Mrs. Hartshorn. 

Mrs. Harts, Young Mrs. Notable is come to wait 
ipon your ladyship. 

Lady W, Here, ccnne in the next room, friend, I 
nust employ you farther. Desire her to walk in, I'll 
vait upon her presently. \Exeunt. 

Re-enter Mrs. Hartshorn 'with Miss Notable. 

Harts. If your ladyship pleases to walk in, my lady 
mows you are here, madam. Dear madam, how ex- 
remely your ladyship's grown within this half year! 

Miss ^0^ O, fie, Mrs. Hartshorn, you don't think 
ne taller, do you ? 

Harts, .0, dear madam, to an infinity. *' Nay, and 
* so plump too, so fresh looked, so round hipped, and 

' full-chested that"— I 'm sure, madam, he! he I 

f I were a young gentleman of quality, madam, he ! 

Your ladyship will pardon my freedom — I protest, 

le ! he ! [Curtseying and simpering. 

Miss l^Qt, I vow, Mrs. Hartshorn, you have a great 
leal of good-humour j is not your lady very fond of you ? 

Harts, Truly, madam, I have no reason to complain 
f my lady ; but you must know, madam, of late there / 
ave been some concerns in the family between my .' 
>rd and she, that I vow, my poor lady is seldom in • 
umour with any body. • 
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have a care of being singled out by the men. W)H 

men, like deer, are safest in the herd j she that brealH 

away from her acquaintance, may be most followefl 

indeed; but the end of tlie chace is very oi'ten fatal^fl 

Mj3s Not, But pray, madam, now with stibmissicifl 

I think your argument won't hold j for a deer's buflH 

ness is to escape, but a womaiVs is to be caught, orP 

else the world's stsangely altered^ L 

Lady ^* Honourably, I gnint you. fl 

Miss Not, Honourably 1 That is to stand still like a pofl 

dumb thing, and be huntly shot out of tiic herd. NJB 

I think a young creature, that fairly troit to her bedfl 

and leads you twenty or tliirty couple of brisk you^| 

fellows after h^r, helttr-sk^ilter, over hills, hedges, faQ|H 

and ditches h:\& ten times a fairer chance foj- her UAH 

and if she is taken at last, 1 will hold twenty to oo^I 

iunong any people of taste, they 'U say she *s better tti^M 

ky half. ^B 

Lady fV, Well said, child ! Upon my word you failll 
a ^uod heart ; tbe address of a lover uses to be nifiS 
terrible at youi age. You seem to have rc&oived ii|fl 
not dying a maid already, IH 

Miss i\Dt, Between you and I, Lady Wronglot^B 
have been positive in thut this tyv-elvemonth. H 

Lady (f. Wiiy then, since we are upon secret*, ^H 
dear, I nimt tell yo^Jts^ tbe-rtiad yoy ^ife in4« <^utte ^| 
of tlie wr*y to be r ' h;iib.mdi and luversartfl 

caught \utLi the ■ 

Miss Not, With all my heart i kt me but c^fl 
lOh'tr:^ plenty^ I ^m i^atisiicd i for if having one'* will 
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ac pleasure of life, I 'm sure catching a husband is 
atching a Tartar. No, give me dear, precious liberty 
^-content, and a cottage. 

Lady /T. And would not a good husband content 
ou? 

"Miss Ifot, And why must I expeft a better than 
ny of my neighbours ? JDo but look into the private 
:pnifoits,o£thc. dear, fond, ixQiiw>ilKffit6 fcoiiples about 
his towtti. and jfou '11 find there's generijly two beds, 
2[9JWS^a JtW«.taWe5> tVPfoache^^^^ \vays — ^And 
in mostefthek^ i^asurg?. an unmolested separation 
s_tii& only chain that keepS theni together, • Now 
)ray, Madam, will you give me leave to be free, and 
isk you one question ? 

Lady /T. Freely, rfiy dear. 

Miss Not, Then did you yourself, never, upon no 
3Ccasion, repent your being married ? • 

Lady /T. That question's very particular, my deai*. 

Miss Not, Perhaps you 'II pardon me, when I give 
jrou my reasons for asking j but if you never did re- 
pent it, I atn resolved I won't be the first that shews 
^ou occasion to do it. 

Lady /T. I don't know, my dear, that ever I gave 
any body reason to think me uneasy at home ; but 
you speak, child, as if you knew something that ought 
to mak^ me so. 

Miss Not. Then, depend upon 't, unless I were sure 
you were uneasy already, I'd as soon be locked up as 
tell you any thing. 

Lady /T. Well, suppose I am uneasy. 

\ 
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Miss N<iit^ Pardon — I can't suppose it — But 8Upp^| 
you are not, then I should play a fool's part, I 'm su^| 
to make you so. ^| 

VAfiy H\ I am sure you know something of lo^l 
Lord J pray tell me. J 

Miss iV&/, Since I see you are uneasy, and I knS 
you love but too well \ upon condition you'll think ll 
only do it to help your cure, 1 will tell you; ftfl 
w*ien a woin:m is c>nce sure she has a subsiantial rofl 
sou to hate ]x^r hui^band» I should think the busin^fl 
mu!Jt be half over. I 

Lady /F» You make me impatient. H 

Miss Not. Let me think a little to soften it, as nM 

1 1 HI I can. What great fools these wise ovcr-gr6t^ 

^udes are, to tell tlie greatest secret of her life ^^ 

girl? To own her husband falae^ and all her «}(^| 

charms negl:£led ^But if she knew that young ifl 

Garlick were the occ;i5ion of it too. Lard t how l|fl 
blood would rise \ What a disftgurahle condition woi^| 
my poor head- clothes be in? [^ij/Vir.] Well, nuafia^l 
to begin then with tlie end of my story j in on9y)Ji|J^| 
my lord is grossly Blse to you, and to my \ .■ ' *■ 
has an appointment from a mistress rhis rm 

noon, to meet her m a hackuey-coach in chc r^^#dfl 
Chelsea. ■ 

Lady f^\ ?A\ this, ray dear, except their place fl 
meeting, I knew before j but hosv you come to knolQ 
it, I confess, amazes me. I 

Ml 18 Nat. Look yovi, madam, all I know is this • I 

XVJiilc my Lord VVron^Vuv^i aivd Lord George ttawil 



BIL THE lady's last stake. 37 

: our house to speak with my Lady 6entle tViis 
toming, I happened to sit in the next room to them, 
adihg the last new play : where, among the rest of 
leir precious discourse, I over-heard my LordWrong- 
»Ye tell Lord George, the very appointment, word for 
'ord, as I have told it you; 

Lady IV. You did not hear her name ? 

Miss Not, No, nor what she was ; only that she 's 
retty and young : for I remember Lord George ridi- 
uled his fancy, and called her green fruit. Little, if 
ou please, says t'other, but riper I 'il warrant her : 
nd I had rather gather my fruit myself, than have it, 
ke you, through the several hands that bring it to 
lovent Garden, 

Lady /T. The brutal though I 

Miss ^0/. When ray lady came doWn, she made 
hem stay to dinner; which was no sooner done, but I 
lunediately slipped away to tell you of it : for me- 
hought I was as much touched with the wrong done 
your ladyship, as if it had been to myself. 

Lady IV, My dear, I am extremely obliged to you. 

Miss Not, I 'm sure I meant well For to know 

he worst, is not half so bad as to mistrust it« 

Lady IV, Infinitely obliged to you. 

Missed/, Oh! she's deliciously uneasy. [Astde^ 
tnd pleased,'^ I '11 tell you what I would advise your 
adyship to do : call for your hood and scarf, and an 
)ackney-coach to the door this minute — In the -mean 
ime I '11 step home again (for I 'am sure they are not 
jojie yet, the tea was but just call'd for Yii\<ii^ 1 c^ixt^a 
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away) atid the moment my Lord Wronglove takes I 
4cave, I *ll send you word : then you may clap on ) 
mask, drive after him, and in five minutes, I ^111 
my life, you c itch them together. 

Lady /r. Wky then, if you'll do me the favour* 
send mc that word, my dear* I »haU have leisuit ii 
the mean time, perhaps^ to improve upoo your i 
vice. 

/IIss Nat, If you'll let one of your people send i 
vant for a chair, I '11 go thi:i minute. 

Lady if\ Here — ^Who "s tliere? 

[Mrs. Hartshorn at thg & 

Miss N^t^ Now I think I phaJl be even'-wiiii hi* I 

nour, 1 'U teach hun to tell of favours Sefore he 1 

'cm at least: if I had not discovered him, in my col 

science he had let madam discover me, \^Aiiii\ 

^^Lady /r* 1 would not but have known this fort 

•^MJss Not. I am over-joyed I can serve your 
fhip 1 Yuuli excuse my runmng away. 

Enter Mrs. Hart&horn. 
Mrs. Harts ^ Here's a chair, madam* 
Miss Not, Well, 1 11 take no leave, for I'll ca 
by and by, to know your success. Your serva 

[Rum 
Lady U\ Get mc a hood and scarf, and a liiask* i 
bid one of the footmen call an hackney-coach to ( 
door inmiediatcly* [rA-// Hart shorn.] "What 
*^ become of me i Should not I strive to bate biml 
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link I almost do. Is be not contemptible > Fogh ! 
/hat odious thing must this be, that he converses ' 
ith ? A woman without modesty has something 
ire of horror in her nature I What is it then in 
ten, that over-looks so foul a coarseness in the 
•art, and makes them infamously fond of shame 
id outside? I blush to think on't." How tame 
it he suppose me, if I bear this usage ? I '11 let him 
I fe^rX^taiipjnt daring as his own, and as i-esentful 
<* Since he dare^ be base t cannot bear but he 
louid see I know him so/' To sigh in secret o'er 
vsTongs, and pay his falsehood the regards I only 
rBis tiruJBTis more than nature can submit to. 

;** ff^hen tmce the nuptial bond'' s by bim destroy J, 

V* The obligations of the nxjife are *void, [Exit. 



SCENE HI. 



xnges to Lady Gentle' j House, Lady Gentlf, 
^ord Wronglove, tfw^Lord George, at a tea- 
able. 

;*ady Gent, [To Lord Wrongloye.'] Come, come, my 
rd, you must stay another dish, indeed, 
l^rd /r. Upon my faith, madam, my business is of 
last concern ; your ladyship knows I don't use to 
rt from good company. 

;^ady Gent, Weil, I een give you over, you grow 
fevtiy good for nothmg. 
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Lord W^ The truth on 't is, madam, we food hui 

tands are fit for nothing — but our wU^es. 

Lady Cent, Come, none of your raillery upon ofl 

at's too good for you. 

Lord ^\ Why, she has some high qualities, indeed 

adam, that I confess are far above my merit 5 W 
I 'in endeavouring eveiy day to deserve them, a& fast 1 
I can. 

Lady Gent, Go on, you deserve nothing at a11| not 
you disoblige me. 

Lord W, I shall take a better opportimlty to maf 
myself amends for going so «o*>n j I am yourladj 
ship's most humble servant. Mri, Conquest, praytak 
care of Lord George. 

Mrs. Con. O, he sliall w:^t for nothing, my LonI 
pray do you take the same care of the lady ymi » 
going to. 

Lord /T. Ha, ha, hat [£;r;/ 

Lord G, My Lord Wronglove is a very pretty gt» 
tleman, and yet how unaccountable *t is to hear 
sense jest upon marriage t 

Lady Gent. My lord has sp much good sense^ 
he does not mean what he says, I dare swear for 

Lord £?. Indeed, madam, I cant think he d< 
never saw any thing amiss in his atlions, citli 
home or abroad. 

Lady Gini, Nor I indeed : and I think your 
ship v^Ty much to be commended j you love 
the fairest construftion upon things ; W\ a c< 
aigp of good sense, and good principles. 
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Lord G. Your ladyship has so much of both, that I 
Ct help being proud of any thing that recommends 
to your esteem. 

Lady G, Upon my word, my lord, you have a great 
ire on't, and I think very deservedly: 'tis not a 
nmon thing in this town, to find a gentleman of 
ir figure, that has courage enough to keep marriage 
countenance, especially when 'tis so much the mode 
be severe upon 't. 

Lord G, Now that to me is an intolerable vanity, to 
a man ashamed of being honourably happy, be- ^ 
ise 't is the fashion to be viciously wretched. I 
I't know how it may be with other people, but if I 
:ie married, I should as much tremble to speak 
itly of my wife, as my religion. 
Vf rs. Con, O ! the hypocritical monster ! When he 
yws I know, if he were to be hanged, he 'd scarce 
nk it a reprieve to be married. [Asiiie.'\ " There 's 
oguery at the bottom of all this, I 'm sure — The 
Icvil does not use to turn saint for notliing.'' 
Lady Gent, I am in hopes your ladyship's good opi- 
n of marriage will persuade you not to be long out 
it : we that feel tlie happiness of a condition our- 
res, naturally wish our ftiends in it. 
^s. Con, What do you think of me, my Lord, you 
3W I have been about you a great while ? 
Lord G, Fy, fy ! you marry ! A mere rake ! 
i^rs. Con, O but I fancy now, a man of yi,ur so- 
Bty and stayed temper, would soon reform mc. 

^ord G, This subtle devil " smoaks meV' VJ^i 

E 
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are mortals, faith — It shews her a little jealous 
ever. [A 

Mrs, Con, I ''11 be whipped If ever you marry 
to your Tiiind ; what signiiies two or three tholl 
pounds in onc'& fortune, where you' are sure it % 
be made up in good-humour and obedience, 

LordC And considering how intimate ufootin] 
and I have alv^ays conversed upon § what a vcne 
fi^ruie shouJd I make in the solemn authority t 
husband, pretending to command you. , 

JjaAyGmi, 0\ if you were married, there wou 
but one will between you. 

Lord G. There's the danger, madam : there \ 
but one, wc should certainly squabble, who si 
have it» I should like Mrs. Conquest, perhaps f< 
wife's companion : one as a light ailay to rJic sol 
of the other s temper : but if I were once tix'd in 
and should unfortuna-teiy bolt upon the lertst gin 
of jealousy, I am such a slave to tenderness, I 
't would break my heart, 

•* Mrs. Cm. Now could I wiish his fate wit 
tea.'* f 

Lady Gent, Well, I am confident my lord vf 
make an extjemc good husband » 

LordC I don't know but I really might, ifl 
persuade any woman beside your bdyslupto think i 

Mrs, Cwf, How artfully the monster screw slui 
into her good opinion \ I must take him down a 
— l^Asidc,^ I*niy, my lordj how inany women 
yoa hiAt\ of hte, by way of b:Um> to IraI the i 
pundl gnic yo\xt 



J 
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Xord G. Upoiftny faith, madam, I bad my wound 
ad cure from the same person : my passion for you 
ent forward like Penelope's web ; whatever yoiir . 
yes did in the day, a very short reflexion upon your j 
jiAper unraveird at night ; so that if you will needs 1 
now the truth, I have not been reduced of late to 
pply myself for relief to any body but your ladyship. 
[al ha I ha! ha! [AffeSls an insulting laugb. 

Mrs. Con, Well, he has a glorious assurance ! 

Lord G, I fancy, Mrs. Conquest, you measure my 
rinciples by your own j for by your question you 
•cm to think me a very wild creature. 

Mrs. Con, O fy, my lord! so far from it, that I 
ever saw any tiling so astonishingly modest. 

Lord G. Not so modest, neither, madam j but if my 
,ady Gentle will give me leave, I dare use you most 
titolerably for this. 

Lady Gent, Ev'n as you please, my lord; for I con- 
jss he* assurance is enough to dash any one out of 
juntenance. . 

Lord G, Does your ladyship hear that, madam? 
.cmember, now, that I am allowed the modester pcr. 
>n J but to let you see, that in a just cause I scorn to 
ike the advantage of my charadter, I '11 lay it aside / 
>r once, and with an honest freedom tell you, your ( 
ttempts upon me are vain ; you are homely, down- | 
,ght homely ; and if she were not a-kln to me, I would I 
I soon marry my grand motlier. ) 

Mrs. Con, Ah, poor soul! every body knows, as 
ell as myself, I am more than tolerably l\3.tvi%QfYw^\ 
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and (which you are ready to tear your flesli at) 4 
whole town knows you dunk so. I 

Lord G, Madam — did your ladyship ever heaur^ 
transcendant an assurance ? 

Lady Gent, Nay, I 'm on your side, my lojrd-^ 
think you can H be too free with htr, | 

Lord G, I Ul tcU your ladyship what this creatd 
tlid oncci such an instance of her mUepid self sul 
ckncy J 

Lady G, Pray let's hear it. Ha I ha I 1 

Mrs, Left, With all my heart, I '11 be heard too* 
Lord G. I '11 tell you, madam — About two yol 
ago, I happened to make a countiy visit to my tm 
Conquest, her mother, and one day at the table, I fl 
member, I was particularly pleas'd witli the entertaii 
ment, and upon cfnquiry tuund tti^it the bill of tti 
was under the direction of Mademoiselle here? nfl 
it happened at that time, I was niyseli in wantdl 
houst'keeper j upon which account I thought it wod 
not he amiss, if 1 now and then paid her a little particd 
civility: to be shoit, I fairly told her, I had agm 
mind to have a plain good housewife about me, d 
dropt some broad hints, tliat the place might be Iw 
for asking — Would you believe it, madam, if II 
alive, the creature grew so vain npon't, so depl^ 
ably mistook my meaning, lliat slie told me hcrfi* 
tune depended upon her mother's will, and thcrtfil 
«he could receive no proposals of marriage withodtjl 
consent t ha, hal Now, after that untbrtunatc Mfl 
Iff hcr% whether I ever guv;: my lady the le^t^H 
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tbout the business, I leave to the small remainder of her 
)wn conscience. 

Mrs. Con, Madam, as I hope to be married, the 
30or wretch fell downright in love with me ! for 
:hough he designed only to make two days stay with 
IS, it was above three months before I was able to 
jet rid of him. When he came first indeed, he was a 
>retty sort of a tolerable impudent young fellow j but 
)efore he left us, O, the power of beauty ! I most 
>arbarously reduced him to a sighing, humble, down- 
ight dulness and modesty. 

JLady Gent. Ha, ha ! Pray which of you two am I to 
fclieve all this while ? 

Lord G. Madam, if there 's any faith in my senses, 
ler only charms then were, and are still, not inrais- 
ng of passion, but paste. I own I did voraciously 
dmire her prodigious knack of making cheese-cakes, 
arts, custards, and syllabubs j Ha, ha, ha I 

Lady Gent, Ha, ha, ha I 

Mrs. Con. You see, madam, what 't is to let him be 
ver so little out of one's hands: now his very modesty 
\ impudence ; for to deny his being in love with me 
3 another, is ten times more insolent, than his first 
wning it to me. 

Lady Gent, Pshaw, words signify nothing — Did he 
ver own it under his hand ? 

Mrs. Con. His hand ! Ha, ha, ha, madam — ^as I am 

living creature, if I have one, I have five hundred 

illet douxof his, where he has confessed such things 

: my wit and parts, and my eyes, and my sir, ^xA 

Eiij 
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my shape, and my diarflis, that — Nay, he tells me 
one, I have more natural beauties the moment I n« 
out of my bed in the morning, than the whole draw- 
ing-room upon a bh-th -day by candle-light- Therti 
for you. 

Lord G, And she believed it, madam — " Ha> b 
'« ha I That 's well enough," There's for you, ha, U 
hal 

'^ Mr... Co7t, Why^ [ believe stili you think so- 
** Thenevei7 line of 'cm is so cram'd with sinccriff 
** sighs, hopes, fears, flames, darts, pains, pan^ 
'* and passion, that in my conscience, if a body yn 
'* to set 'em on fire, the ilame would never go out.* 

Lady Gent. Wtfll, if you are in love, ho, thii 
certainly the newest way of wooing that ever was. 

Lord G, Whether I am in love or no, I leave 
your ladyship. 

Mrs. Con. Atid if yom^ ladyship should give 
agLunst him, whether or no I have reason to be n 
upon 't, let the world judge. 

LadyCiT^/. The world, I believe, will think M 
tcr of you both when you are married. 

Lord G, In the mean time, 1 believe, our ttird 
comfart will be to tliink well of ourselves, and ktt 
alone. [jVni 

Mrs. Con* I am glad to find you have mod«4 
enough %q suppose marriage would m:ike U9|i|l 
wone of one another. .^H 

Lord c;. Oty! Mrs. Conquest* the mo^^^H 
knomi, Che more you mvxst \i« Vak^d* t^^^H 
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Mrs. Con, Is it theii possible that you could like me ? <; 

[Affeaedly. l^J^ 
Lady Gent. Ha, h^ ! [Gowj^' to the tea-table, -.j 

Lord G, If it were possible I could like any thing -^ . 
tt of matrimony, it would be you. ';, •■*. ^^ .. ^ 

Mrs. Con, Well, but tell me do you like me as I ; ; 
rt I How do you know but you may persuade me j . 

to it? ^~r:U 

Lord G, Like you— Uraph ! " I can't tell— let 's ^ 

see [Looking on ber.] give me your hand. 

" Mrs. Con, There [Strikes it into bis, 

** Lord G, Now I must press it gently, to know if 
touching you keeps any correspondence with my 

lieart Humh! A well-flesh'd hand indeed! 

[Ogling ber. 
<* Mrs. Co». Olud! not so hard though. 
<« Lord G, Now try your other forces — ^look upon 
me. 

*' Mrs. Con, Ther e ■ [Staring 'wildly on bim, 

<* Lord G, [Aside,] She dares not, though in rail- 
leiy, look kindly on me — I like her for 't — This 
over-a6ted boldness to save her modesty at this time, 

• looks like secret inclination. 

** Mrs. Con, Well, how do you find yourself? — 

* Have I power — Do you bum much ? 

« Lord G, Umph ! No 1 1 'm a little too low for a fever 

< — ^There 's a small pulse indieed — ^Different sexes, 
« like steel and flint, can't well meet without a sort 

< of striking light between 'em; not but it goes out 

< as fast as it comes in — One farther tri;3\ oi ^o^o.t 
' power, and I '11 tell you more. 
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" Mrs. Co». Come, come, what is *t? I '11 do't. 

«* Lord G. Turn away youi- face, hold your h 
*' before it. Now draw your hand slowly from m 
** and if you would not have me think this lightnc 
*' of your humour a direct indifference, let me pc 
*« ceive a gentie hold at parting, as though you lefi 
*^ tender heart upon the pressure. 

ISbe does as direSedy arid runs from bh 

" Mrs. Con, Has your ladyship any tea left ?" 
I Lord G, Death ! that softening touch has shot i 
to the soul. 

** Mrs. Con. Let me observe him well, for faith 
" try'd my utmost force, and even pleas'd myself 
<* hopes to touch him. ^Jsk 

** Lord G. [ Aside. "] How vain a coxcomb am 1 

" This girl has tooPd me to believe she likes me— 

*' That there should be such pleasure in the. flatte 

** of another's good opinion ! — Ttiere 's something! 

;■ *' the open freedomof her humourpStrfiniCh beyos 

*' the close reserve pf formal prudery, that deat 

** if she were of any price but marriage-^Hut I am 
** fool to think of her [H^alks apar 

" Mrs. Con. Humh ! the symptoms are right ha 

*' Courage y mafille^ the gentleman has a hole i 

*« his heart yet.'' 

Enter a Servant, ^jjU pves Lord George a letter. 

Lord G. Oh ! there, come in good time — Now I 
drive out one poison with anotlier — [Goes to Lat 
Gentle] Madam, if your lad^'sLip's at leisure — I ha'. 
')e bill: ready. 
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Lady Gent, I am a«bamcd to give your lordship this 
luble. 

Lord G. A trifle, madam, one, two, tlirec, four, 
e, six, seven, eight, if your ladyship pleases to 
)k upon *em, I think they are ^11 hundred pounds, 
lie rest I have about me in gold, 
Jj3L6yGrKt, If your lordship pleases, wcUl reckon 
the next room — Mrs. Conquest. 
Mrs. Can, I 'II wait upon your ladysliip, 

[Exeunt Lady Gentle £tnd Lord George. 

Eight hundred pounds, and the rest in gold, 

wn her bare word of honour! HeM hardly make 

at compliment, only to give me jealousy The 

ortal's in earnest, that'5 certain- " And what 
ickcd way he proposes to find his account with her 
am afraid to think — Let me see, 1 know there will 
• deep play here to-night i J have g jhguglit in mj 

g5tH^ fknf ppr^iapa ypay j^y .-^ hl^|^ jfl l^jg ^^^y tO lltt* 

•"^Not but if there is such a thing as inpregti:ible 
rtue, I dare swear my hdy Gentle is mistress of it| 
It then, on the other side, he has a consummate sa^ 
I ranee, that ""s full as unsurmountable, " And when 
the impudent hopes of a lover are like his, covered 
with modesty, it alters the case strahgely— ^No 
woman can then be positive what will become of 

her, Her not stispe^ing his design puts him but 

in a 6iirer way of carrying it on — All, lud ! I don't 

like it.^Hell certainly Well, let him do i 

what he will, he can't marry her, that *s one com- 
fort, however.*' ^^£Jdt, 
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LcrdWrongloyt^i House. Enter Misa Nor a 

Mits Notable, 
So t this has btcn a day of busines? — I thi 
am pretty' even with his lordship ; and if I couli 
draw iu Lord George to he his rival now, 1 sl 

touch the very tip of happiness For then to 

the noise of tliese two lovers draw two or three i 
more after me, which it certainly would : for y 
once a woman % the fashion, every body follows 
^he fills like a musjck subscription, though thi 

nothing in 't, nobody will be out on ^t And 

to have the full pleasure of mortifying Mrs. Com 
too, that 's always holding her noie over rae, a 
rwas not fit to be out of my bib and apron. If I ( 
rmake as good a rout in the town as she ^ *t is 
liard — liurc !— 1 11 forbid 'cm all to toast her, \ 
positive. 

K'* £j!rf/r Loid G£ORC£* .^H 

Lord C. [Aside, ^ Here she is, faith, and alolffl 

If I caa but flatter her into my party, my busincs 

hair over — So ! my little Venus ! 

Miss Nat* Blet.s me — ^This is lucky — ^I vow, 

lord, you frighten me- 

Lord <?- Well, and what makes your pretty la 

ihip here, now none of the fiunily 's at home f 
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4iss Not, O 1 my lady will be at home presently ! — 
pray how came your lordship here then ? 
^ord G. Why, my life, I chanc'd to be driving by, 
I perhaps saw you go in. [^Takes her by the band, 
4iss Not, Well, and what then ? 
-ord G. Why then, upon enquiry, I found you 
•e here alone, and that mude me come in — My dear 
» ! how charming you look to-day ! 
AhsNot. Pshah! 

^ord G. What 's the matter, my soul ? 
4iss Not, To tell me I look charming, and then 
one Miss. 

.ord G. O ! I ask a thousand pardons, 
/liss Not. No, dear Lord George, never call me 
;s again, you do n't call Mrs. Conquest so j and 
ugh 'she's bigger, and more out of shape, you 
)w, than I, I 'm sure I 'm as much a woman in my 
rt as she \ nay, and in my passions too : for I 
Id kill any woman that would rob me of a lover, 
. die for the dear man that would not be won from 

,ord G. O, the pretty tenderness ! But, my dear, 
e heed how you look upon me, for I am fam\l for 
irance ; and if once encouraged, ** 'egad my hope 
ets no bounds to it's impudence, but falls down- 
ight to resolving, and cocks it's hat lo the fair 
me's face, though in the very fury of her virtue. 
' Miss Not. I fancy now you are as gentle as the 
est of your brother beaus, whose greatest assvvtAW^^ 
s only of bra^o^in^ of more than you \vave. 
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Lord £?. Nay, if you doubt my virtues, duld, I 
" give you a taste of 'cm, my dear. \Ktim tet> 

« MhsNot. Hold! hdd ! O lud! The du« tik:] 
" youformci 

•* Lord G, Death ! wliat a pouting lip the roj 
** lias ! 'egad I think my friend WroJigkjve 's in 
'* right oii't, suic, 

*' Miss Not, Besides, do you tliink. this buUyiHl 
** any proof of your couiagc^ i^ffeSeJij ^i 

'* Lord C Why then, my dear, to prevent all ml 
'' takes for the future, I now give you fair winming'-^ 
" If you have a raind I should not like you, doB^ 
•* flatter me any more j fur I tell you, I 'm a dow» 
" right believing puppy, :iud upon the least hintoft 
" hope, can no more forbear proceeding/ '- 

^'liss Alo/, Look you, my lord, all this is but stuft 
for, upon my word, you 11 find it no easy matter tt 
flatter rac : I know well enough how you 're 
pos'd of. 

Lord {?. Why tlien, by all the pains, pang*, 
torments — Inshurt, I *m a fool \ I won^t speak a 
more to you. 

Miss Not, Fy I fy ! you had better give 
these airs to Mr*. Conquest. 

LordG. I do n't know but I bad, madams 
iUppo«e you *il tell my Lord Wronglove of It* 

Miss Not. Ah I poor soul ! if Mrs. Conquest 
you no better tiuui I do my Lord Wronglovc, yi 
think youKclf a miserable creature. 

Lord C, If Mi»- CoT\Ci\vtst Ixk'd me but 
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as I like yoU| I am sure she'd be a misemble 
ture. 
Miss Not, Umli I how can you design upon ix^e so ? 

Lord G, How can you think, to impose upon me 

liss Not, My lord, I shall take it very ill, if you 
me of my Lord Wron^ovc. 
.ord G, Then perhaps, madam^ I shan't take it 
I to be told of Mrs. Conquest, 
^ss Not, My Lord Wronglove! 
.ord G, Mrs. Conquest I 

4^s8 Not, I 'd have you know» my lord, of all psos^ 
d, he 's the farthest from my tlvoughts. 
jprd G, And I 'd have you know, madam, of :|11 
nankind, Mrs. Conquest 's as far out of mine. 
«Siss Not, Laid ! the assurance of some men ! 
^ord G. Look you, madam, in short, I can prove 
It I say; and I hold ten poimdof tea to a pinch of 
if, you won't let me prove it : come, and I '11 take 
sape bet of you, that you don't prove to me, what 
I said to me of my Lord Wronglove. 
4iss Not, Come, it 's doqe ! 
xu'd G, Done ! 
Jiss Not, Done, for both 1 
-ord G, Done! 

4iss Not, Why then, to prove that I am innocent 
the least inclination fer him, I own he has teaz'd 
these two months ; and because I was resolved to 
e him his answer and his punishment at the same 
le, I this very afternoon made hirp an ap]jointm.eut 
' F 
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— then went immediately and told my Lady Wrt 
love he was to meet a mistress at such an hour* isf 
knowieiige, and so sent her m a fury after Kin 
catch *em together. 

Lord G. But bow could you escape yourself, all 
while ? 

Miss Not, O! I did not tell her it wris I ^ for as 
n? I had blown up her jealousy, I whjpt into a hack] 
coach, and got to my lord before her, where I 
popped out my head to him, and told him, In a 
tended fright, my lady had dogg'd him, and I 
not stay ; then drove awjiy as fast as I could, juid 
left her to make up accounts with him. 

Lord G, Why then, my life, I do pronounce, 
the stoutest wife of 'em all, with the spirit of rev 
in her, could not have better bustled through thi 
sintss than you have. 

Miss Not. And tolet you see, sir,, that I nesi 
dcaign him any favour, I give you ler^ve to teO 

that I sent my lady after him Which if he < 

I *m sure my Lord Wron£love must suspt^ an 
macy between us. {Aside J] Nay, and If you^It 
stay a moment, yijU '11 have an opportunity, 
know he'll be at home presently. 
Lord G- Then you are but just cottc from him t^ 
Mis* Hot, The minute you sa.v me come in* A 
r|»ow, sir, if yoti can but give me half as ^ood ai 
jthn.t your heart is innocent of Mrs. Conquest 
[*t Is possil»!e, when you 've bee n abou t seven 
\ 5Jmc mind» I may il:vtiv b«pA to thin'"'* 
' CQL%i'Xtt of it cr ivo. 
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Lord. G. A notable encouragement, truly! But to 

you sec, madam, I can't bear the scandal of a pas- 

n I 'm not guilty of, as the last proof of my iiino- 

ice, if either she doubts of my indifference, or you 

my inclination, I am content to own both before 

ur faces. 

Miss Not, And so afterwards deny both behind both 

r backs. Indeed you must think again, that won't 

— " An old bite." 

Lord G, Come, I '11 do more — I '11 pretend to trust 

u with my passion for a third person, and give you 

ve, in the tenderest touches art or woman's wit can 

!nt it, to tell it that third person, while Mrs. Con- 

est is by. 

Miss Not, Uuh ! this has a face. 

Lord G, Nay, with a mask upon 't too; for while 

im convincing you I don't care a button for her ; I 

pose upon a third person, purely to make a secret 

my passion for you. 

Miss Not. Better still — But when I have a mind to 

11 off the mask, you shan't refuse to show your face 

for I don't care a man should bt asham'd of his 

ssion neither. 

Lord G. As you please for that. 

Miss Not. I begin to like this strangely — This will 

ze Mrs. Conquest to death— But now the diificulty 

to find out this third person — It must be one I 'm 

quainted with — What think you of my Lady Wrong- 

^e? 

Fij 



1 
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Lord G. Wmtl! No, I do n't care to affroat j 
wife of my fHeml, 

Miss A"?/, Ah i do yon think any of the soU 
about totvn arfe ever an^ry in their hearts to he 
likj^s 'em. 

Lord G, That 's tnic j 't is possible her j 

might let a man die in his bed after it Stit^ 

worth one's wliile to quarrel with hlni, aboq 
roan I do irt like* 

Miss Not^ Nny, I T*ould not run you iii 

hazard, unless 't were upon my own accouj\t A 

now I think on^t I *U reserve that quarrel to tny* 

[Ast 

Lord <7, Come, I have found one — the propd 

p-rson in til e world is my Lady Gentle Yctj 

yOtt zri an in a house together j her husb^Kl j 
tiam^s in the country, I have no acquaintance 
liim, and if I los* her's by her, I do n*t car* 
pence. 

Nf is3 Nat. I like your choice very well j but 1 
It will require stwnc ail to manag:e her : for, to say! 
truth, the woman 15 most f mtastlcaliy Simple ; 
word love out of any mouth but her husband 
make her start as if a gun went off. 

Lord G^ Therefore, my dear, it must be di^ 
YOU did not do it : you mast g« to her iji all thti 
ord^r in tiie world, as if 1 had the impiidenc 
deAv^ur to bribe you Into my assistance . 

MiiJ Noi^ Right i or 1 *il go nrst and qua 
}y UAcU till he m\Vei ttve crj, a.ud ilicix 
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th my eyes swelled, and sobbing, as if I was almost 
oak'd with the affront you had offered me, and then 
11 you a thousand villains for daring to propose such 
. impudent thing to me. 

LordC. Admirable! — 'Egad, the child's a bar's 
igth in experience above the stoutest of her sex- 
ark ! I hear a coach stop. 

Miss Not. Pshah ! Deuce take him, 't is certainly my 
rd ! how shall we do ? 

Lord G, Why, if you '11 give me leave, my lifs, 
'11 call at your house in an hour, and there we 'Jl set- 
» every point to a tittle* 

Miss Not. With all my heart; I won't stay for my 
dy i I '11 go home now i but here comes my lord, 
3u shall see first how I '11 use him. 
J-ord G. Do n't trouble yourself, my life, it will 
nly give him a jealousy, and do us no service. 
Miss Not. Indeed ! methinks if I am not afraid of 
is jealousy, you need not. 

Lord C. My soul, I ask ten thousand pardons for 
\y stupidity. 

7/^^r Lord Wronglove, and stops Miss Notable, 
ivbo seems to talk gra<vely ivitb him. 

Lord G. 'Egad, I can hardly believe my senses j if 
bis girl's chara6ter were in a play, people that had net 
een it wouldLsweartlifiuaotalil^^ 
tboygjiature. 

■"Lord IV. [To Miss Notable.] Did my Lord George 
ell you I told him that you were to meet me ? 
Piij 
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Miss ^0/. That's no matter, it's stiflEicient, I kooi 
you told him : but I thought at least you had sea 
enough of the world to know, that a confidant wasth 
safest disguise for a rival. 

Lord ff^. I am sorry your ladyship has such an Ofi 
nion of me. 

Miss Not. Indeed, sir, I shall not reproach youji 
have satisfied myself in serving you as you deserve fti 

it There 's one can tell you how too, and so yo$ 

servant My lord, you '11 remember. £7a LordG, 

lExit Miss Not 

Lord /r. Ha, ha, ha! Why, how now, friend!- 
What, are you my rival ? 

Lord G, Ha, ha, ha ! Why, faith I am very nei 
bring one of them ; for I believe the child will tbid 
she has hard luck, if the whole toWn is not so in ; 
fortnight. 

Lord /iT. But pr'ythee how came she to know I evt 
made you a confident of my affair with her ? I as 
afraid you have been thouglitless. 

Lord G. No, by all that is honest — But she hastoi 
rm more than you could tell me. 

Lord ff. What ? 

LDrd G. That she herself told my Lady Wronglov 
of your appointment with her this afternoon, and (a 
I suppose you have since found) sent her in a hackne 
coach after you. 

Lord^. The devil! 

Lord G, Nay, 't was a home push, faith ! 

" Lord /r. Home, quotha! 'cfj-id ic's time for m 
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to knock off, J^shall never come up with her i but 
what could she "propdse'try telling yOTTlf it ? 
* Lord G, Why, a fresh Ibvcr, I suppose— She 
bund ttie a little tardy here in addressing her ; and 
imagiiilng my stnall virtue might proceed from a re- 
gard to you, to convince me of her indifference to 
you, she very fairly told me how she had served 
you, to open ah easier passage in my conscience for 
my passion to her. 
'* Loi-d fT. Sir, I give you joy. 
•* Lord G. And faith, sir, I expect it, though not 
is you do, fromdie^e,^.youth of her person, but 
Jie^ump-maturiQrjjf her understanding — ^in help- 
ngme to anbther. 
" Lordl^^ Riddles I 

'* Lord G. To be short 5 1 think I have bit the 
3abe J for in return, to convince hei- oF rhy indif^ 
Terence to Mrs. Conquest, I have imposed upon her 
:b discover my real passion to Lady Gentle, before 
Vfrs. Conquest's face; and this, sir, with your 
eave, is, upon my honour, all the use I design to 
make of her. 

'« Lord /T. Faith, it is a glorious one-^AU Machia- 
vt\ was bby's-play to it.— Look yoU, sir, if you have 
1 fancy to the small remainder of her coipposition — 
t'ray be free > 

** Lord G, Dear sir, not so much as the squeeze of 
her little finger : but I thought I might make bold 
with her virtue, and not rob your gdut of a morsel. 
"Lord /r. Not a step further, faith— I shall c'^tv 
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I *« turn about \ny aag and go home : a little bo 
•* hare-bimting, by way of taking the air, I can 
'* a shift to come up to j bat to scamper, neck c 
« riling, affer a mad galloping jade of a hind* 
•' will run you strait an end outof acountiy, rc^ 
" a little more mettle than I am master of* 

•* Lord G, Come, come T you are sportsman 
*' to know, that as pride first humbles a coquette 
** the loosest encouragemenrs to gain a man, 
•* same pride very often piques her into the grij 
** the last favour rather than lose him/* 

Lord /r, I am sorry I have made this rout abq 
air 5 1 cxpcfV to have my wife shock me too. 

Lord G. Oh 1 pray, how did you come off J 
my lady sec you in the coach > 

Lord /r. I am not sure, faith ; but whether si 
or not» she shan't convince me she did* 
Lord <7. Where did you leave her? 
Lord /r. Why, as soon as the cliild told roe 
her coach, that my wife was in another behind I 
advised her to go off: then whipt up tny 
glasses, and stood cross the road, to prevct 
jiympb's being foUowcd ; when she was out of 
I ordered the ft How to drive to town as £ 
Black and Bay could lay legs to the ground : an< 
ing the fortune of better horses, I just got time q 
to stop, and give a fellow a guinea to cut the bra 
the coach that came after mej which, while I 
^^^ n^ I :-iw him do j so e'tn came away, » 

^^B «p fairly overset in the middle of ^ i 
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ord G. How shall she get home ? 
ord /^. Urah ! She will have wit enough in her 
ion, I presume, to send for another coach ; or, iF 
it will be a very pretty^caoLmlk.. over the Pafit 
ler. 

ord G, W hat an Utiforhmate creatu re is a jealous 
! [Brush ivhispers Lord Wronglove, and Exit. 
3rd W, My wife's come home: now, if you ha\e 
riosity, you shall see hoW t '11 manage her. 
5rd G. Pray, sir, don't let me be witness of your 
jgal douceurs ; but if you please, I '11 step into . 
lext room a little, for I have two or three words to 
; J I must appoint the Count to meet me at Lady 
de's after the play. 

>rd /r. Do so then— Take this key, you '11 find 
r in the bureau. 
)rd G, Quick, quick, I hear her — Bon Voyage, 

[Exit Lord George. 

Lady Wronglove, as from the Street^ in a Hood 
and Scarf y and her Petticoat pinned up, 

dy W^, So, sir, you are come home, I see, 
rd W. Yes, madam, and you have been abroad, 
5 win you never give over making yourself ridi- 
is to the very servants ? Was this a dress to go 
i, or a condition for a woman of your quality to 
home in ? Death ! what must people take you 
—tor shame ! 

dy JV» My Lord, when a husband grows mon- 
}^ ft wife may well become ridiculous, \ 
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Lord lf\ Look you, madam* while your jcalofl 
keeps witklfi bounds, I shsil take little notice of* 
but when \t> idle cxtravaigancics break upon my rep 
tation, I shall resent it as I ought. Vou may tb 
me an ill husband, if you please 5 but I won't 
tlie world think so till I give them occasion* 

L^i^yff". Insolent 1 

Lord ff^, I thought I had told you in the moral 
of a foolisli letter, that was brought by niktukc to 
instead of my servant: your not t;ikiiig my 
nictbinkswas not over-civil, madam: and your 
dogging my servant instead of me, to the very 
ci appointment, wa» extremely obliging. The 
bus confessed to me, since he came home, that m 
fear to be seen, he got your coach overthrown m 
middle of the highway, while you ridiculously pi 
him i a mighty reputable figure you must make, 
you were getting out of it, no doubt I 

Lady IK Come, come, my Lord, I have not 
my senses yet — I followed you, and saw you b 
coacb» when the confident creature reached out to 
from another, to tell you, I suppose, that I wai 
behind you* You may wrong me, but you caii 
bliiid me, [//x a jcoi-ft/ui 

Lord /^'. Look you, madam, that manner in 
ing shews too much transport, and — colour doe* 
become your face. 

Lady fK iTaJting him up ihrt,] Some people 
it docs now I all men are not of your opimon, *' 
'* tord> my complexion may not please you per] 
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ut I have known many a lover find an appetite only 

rom a husband's losing it." 

^ord ff^. I won 't suppose, madam, you '11 suffer 

r man to like you more than he ought to do. 

Lady /T. Oh, sir! don 't you depend more upon my 

cretion than your own " We wives, as well as 

)ur husbands, love to have some idle body or other 

o flatter us into humour, when the time hangs upon 

)ur hands. 

< Lord fK You are pleasant, madam." 

Lady ff^. Marriage would be an imfortunate frolick' 

leed, if a woman's happiness were to die with her 

sband's inclinations. 

Lord ff^. Waggish, I protest. 

Lady /T. Oh, there 's nothing like a modish husband 

refine the unbred virtue of a wife into all the pretty 

erties in fashion. 

f« Lord /f^. Good company, or let me die. 

•* Lady fT. I knew the day, when my Lady Honey- 

Vloon would have blushed, almost in tears, at the 

ilarm of a bare civil thing from any man but her 

lusband ; but from the well-bred example of his 

:onscience, she has now most undauntedly got the 

>etter of her own, and stands buff at the head of 

:he mode, without the least tinfture of virtue to put 

lerout of countenance." 

Lord ^. Why now, my dear -this is something ; 

you'd but always treat me with good-humour, you 
IJE should never dispute as long as we live. 
Lady /r. Monster I 
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Lord IT. For, you know, I haVe ^utcn vuij 
that if ever I should be weak enough to wrong 
gentle complaint and good words would >«^orfc 
any thing j " when the pride of an insolent \ 
" would be but adding fuel to my foUy, and mskz 
" flame the hi^lHT ; bat now I see that you ; 
** vinced that your su^pitJons were ground!^ 
'f that you ai^ sensible, if they had not, defi 
'* utterly the wrong way to reform me ; you »1^ 
/•* thut all this tenderness iuvd temper thp.t ; 
V I treat me with, shall not b^ tlirowu away up 
-.Lady if. Insolent 1 provoking devil I 

Lord ^. I am glad we are friciwi* witji aU myl 
I am, upon my soul, my deai% 
Lady r. Villi^in I 

Lord /T. Oh, my d£:y ! I hail like to Uava 
one thing, and since we are now come to a jifl[ 
dintanding, I Ul tell you s if ever you and J i 
happen to disagree, I beg of you, for your own ntt 
never give me any hard languiigc j because tlvcr« ii rt 
\mi\g ocrtaiji, but in one of tny brutal fits, I 
ypu cry yourself half blind ft»r it before I forgiv 
Lady i^* Forgii?e me ! I liave a loul as much 
tlie fear of youj as are your injuries below vEkf 
—I laugh at both. 

Loi\l //^ Ay, but, my Hfej I Wi^uld not ba 
trust me I for if ever you should accuse me \ 
fully, I know my fooli&b temper so well, fh;it, 
conscience, la pure $pjtc, I believe— ^I b<l 
/ bcUtvt 1 iJiOttld keep a mist*-*!*. 
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Ty lord, this affe»5tation won *t redress my 
ies J and however you deceive yourself, in your 
icstioned power of doing wrong, youil find there 
Force of justice yjt above your strength, a curb of 
to check abandoned principles 5 nor am 1 yet so 
' 111 interest or friends, ** jealous of my wronga, 
of their own,'' biit J may find a tjiijc-.ajui place 
lake your proud heart iiumblc for this usage, 
ord /r. Death t and hell ! d:ire to insult me with 
I another tliought, tl»ese vfulh shall mark your 
ads of liberty : this dismal house becomes yo*ir 
:>n, debarred of light ; and let me see that big- 
ithed frknd, or interest then, than can unlock z 
sand's power to keep yOB— — When my vvife talk 8 
mly to me, she shall ask my leave first, 
ady Jf^, Never— —Such leave as you took to give 
cause for 't, I take to tell you of it. 
ord ^. *• We are upon an equal foot : I won 't 
ive you so familiar in your accusations*'* Be 
iied» and stir me not to use my power: you may 
ler make me an ill husband than a tame one. 
ady M'. So may you me a wife, my lord : an4 
t is't binds ine more to bear an injury, than you? 
ive seen you lau^^h :it passive obedience between a 
iCe and people, and in the sense of nature, I can 't 
why 't is not as ridiculous from a wife to an inju- 
IS husband. 

lOrd i^\ Their hazard is at least unequal: apeopid 
^ be freed by struggling \ but when a fettered wife 
G 
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presumes, the insulted husbajid'i «ure to : 
chain the shorttr* 

** Lady ir. Her niiixd, at least, js more at liba^ 
■' the ease of ^ving shime for pain, stands yet iJi M| 
'* degree of pkasiirc : the \^Tetch that *s bascJy kiUa 
«* falls better satisfied to see his murderer bleed, 

** Lord /^- Nay, now I crave your mercy, madu 
*< I fiud I mistook your ^ievancc all this whUc^ 
** seems then, to be refused the pleasure of reproachil 
** is what you can't bear— and when yoiTafc i 
** to lock up your tongue is tlie greatest crue 

** tyrant can impose upon you If tliat be i 

** ship, pray be easy, when you please j in the I 
*' tliunder go on, spare no iuve^lives, but < 
** spout of your eloquence, and see with wliat % ^ 
•* connubial resignation, I will both iicar andj" 
** die chastisement. 

" Lady #^. Poor helpless affeftation 1 Tbis sfagr 
•* temper h as much dissembled as your innoe 
*' knt)w, in spite of all your h*"'Jrdened thoug 
•* hear your guilt conironted thus, must gjill yoi 
** patients don 't use to smiie wliile their fresh \ 
** arc probedj nor criminals to laugh under j 
•' of juatice. 

** Lord ff\ My life, you begin extremely i 
** with abundance of iire, only give me leave \ 
** serve one thing to you, that as you draw to 
*' exid| don t forget ttie principal thing 
** geiftg to say, 

** L^i\y H\ How poor I kow low ! how wr 
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lilty nand, that stands without a blush the shock 

accusadon ! 

Lord fT, Hold, madank^ don*t mistake me tucl" 

er { for I allow you to accuse me of nothing, but 
' what we fine gentlemen think is next to nothing 
— ^a little gallantry. 

Lady fF. Audacious ! horrid wretch I and dare 
>u own the fa6t ? 

Lord fT, Own it! no, no, if I were guilty, I 
ould not do that ; but I give you leave to suppose 
le so, because, by what you say, I fancy it would 
Lse your heart to reproach me $ though methinks 
— its very hard that demonstration won't convince 
)u of my innocence. 

Lady ^« Demonstration I 

Lord /T. Demonstration 1 Ay, demonstration i 
)r, if I were guilty, pray who could better know it 
lan myself? and have not 1 1||4 you with my owa 
louth it is no such thing ? Pniyi what demonstra* 
on can be plainer ?" 

ady ff^. I find you are resolved to stand it to the 
; but since I know your guilt, I owe myself the 
ice to resent it. When the weak wife transgresses^ 
husband's blood has leave to boil ; his fury's jus- 
d by honour I the wrong admits no measure of 
:nds; his reputation bleeds, and only blood can 
inch it. And I must tell you, sir, that in the scales 
onscience, the husband's falsehood is an equal in- 
', and equal too you'll find the wife's resentment i 
enceforthbc sure you're private in your shame -^ iw 
Gij 
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•* Sir Fr, A fine instance of our modish monlia 

u** deed i To make one's conscience a bawdj to I 

?• dishonour of biting a wretch of pcriiaps an hui 

pounds ! What a shame it is tiie world should i 
*' call it by Its true iiame, cheating, that men of I 
•* nour might not be guilty of it ! 

*' Lord G, Oh, Sir, the name I grant you 
" strangely alter the case j but people of rank 
•' power, nuncie, are wiser, and nick-name oofil 
** other's iniirmities.^ — Therefore 't is your little d 
*' you see, that 's sent to Newgatej your great one*l 
*• turned out of place- 

** Sir Fr. Nay, *tis a comfortable world indeed, 
** knaves, foob, fops, cowards, and sharpers, 

«* Lord C. Right! their quality' aiid quantity 
5* tbcm in countenance. 

** Sir Fr, So that a man may be any one, or ill 
** them, and yet ajMcar no monster in mo«t of 
«* public places abom town. 

" Lord ff\ But \\kl\ submission. Sir Friemllft] 
** meet with a man of figure, tiat talks agreeably 
'•» a glass, what in the name of good- nature have 
** do with his morals ? 

• •• Sir Fr. 'Tis,' in my opinion, as dishonest 
•* man of quality to converse with a well-bred 
" as "^t were unsafe for a woman of reputiitioa to 
** a corTtpaiuon of an agreeable $tj"umpet. 
•^ r;istc and pnnciplcs are very justly meas 
** their clioice of acqu;iintancc : besides, « 
** tibur owes the discoi^ntenance of a viUala 
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I his own dignity. How poor a spirit must it 
lew in our people of fortune, to let fellows, who, 
sserving hang^ing every other day in tlieir live?, 
ie at last of sitting up in the best company ?^* But, 

Lord Wron glove, I am afji^id I have a pardon, j 
isk ; the last time we three were together, did I 

the old fellow a little overshoot himself? l! 
tight, when we parted, I hai been freer in mfl 
ice than became rac, 
.ord f^. So far from it, tlmt your very manner of 1 
iking makes your most severe reptx>ofs an obliga* 



► Sir Fr. Nay, I was only concciTicd for what I hadj 
\\d to your lordship j as for this spark, I no more ] 
lind his caprice, than I beUeve he dues any tlung 1 1 
an say to him i and yetthe knave has something oF 
;ood-humQur in him, that makes me I can't helpl 
ometimes throwing away my words upon him* Bixtl 
ive me your hand ; in troth, when I was at your J 
rars I had my follies too* 
' Lord C. Ay I Now you come to us, nuncle, and ' 
hope you '11 have good nature enough, not to ex* 
•cdt your friends to bs wiser than you were. 
' Sir Fr, Perhaps I don't cxped it, but in troth, if 

hey should be wiser ^for my soxd I can't see any 

larm it would do them : and though I love with all 
Dy heart to see spirit in a young Rllow, yet a littl 
>radencg won' t poison him i and tf a man that sets 
ut into life, should cairy a Utile general esteem 
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my owalng so unfair an action, here *b one can 
witness, that not half an hour befure you cami; 
had resolved never to pursue her more. 

Sir Fr, My lord, I cume not to reproach you 
'WTong to me, but to yourself: had the girl liad 
lation to mt^ I still had said the some ; not but 
am doubly bound to thanlt you. 

Lord G. And now, nuncle, I *11 give you a f 
advice : dispose ut the child ;is soon as you can ^ 
uiidtr match her than not at all. For, if yuu *l 
I roe to know any thing of the mathematics, before 
five weeks older she will be totally unqualified 
' ape-leader: this you may as positively depend 
as that she is of the feminine gender. 

Sir ir. I am pretty well acquainted with cbl 
ness of her incli nations, and have provided fof I 
unless some such spark as you (now my lord fc 
them down) whips up tlie cudgels in the mean 

Lord G. Not I, upon honoui'i " depend u|j 
" her person's quite out of my gout ^ nor hai^ 
•' more coiiceni about it, than I have to knoi 
** will be tiie next king of Poland, or who is tl| 
" original inventor of strops for razors," 

Lord AT, Sir Friendly, I own I have been no 
illotUrr places to the follies you have cbafjgj 
with', yet I am so far inclined to part with 
were it possible 1 could be ray own way, andjai 
reconoled to my wliCj I would not imsh ii 
happiness beyond it, • 

bir fr. My lord, I know bcr temper and her 
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rd H^. Oh, hutnan patieoce can't bear it I 
Tr, I warranV yottr-a-wisc man will bear a 

er weakrv^ss from a womao. And, •tnce I find 
good-nature is not wholly disobliged, I could 

, for both your sakes, I had your lordship's secret 
to talk with her. 

rd /T. Umph I Could not it as well be done with- 

ay leave, ^r Friendly ? I ihauld not care to have 

hink I made advances— 

' /r. Oh 1 I am a friend to both, and will betray 

er of you. ' 

Enter Brush. 

ush. Sir, there 's a gentleman come out of the 
and stays at your house to speak with you. 

• Fr. I '11 wait on him My lord, will you ex- 

me? 

n*d ^. I could rather wish your business would, 
riendiy. 

• Fr, Upon my word, my lord, 't is urgent. This 
brings me money. I aj©,di5chargiD^jQajf5elf-Pf 
i^ardjanship ta Mrs, ^iit^ues^aiid i^y business 
»Uafiaj;Jier in the last sum of her fortune. 

►rd G. wES^'ttielium TotaT,'"liu^^ if a man 
Id happen to set a price upon his liberty ? 

• Fr, Come, come, tlie liberties you value, my 
are not worth keeping. An honest smile from 

rood-humour of that girl is worth all the sodden 
|i3-of your JKhple seraglio. Will four tliousand 
idsdo ap^.^ood^jny lord ? 
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Lord G. Look you, Sir Friendly^ raaniage i 

honourable and wise, and — and — it — it it 

extreme fine tbi ng, no doubt ; but I am one of 
frank-hcaited fellows that bad rather see my 

hippy that \v:iy than myself My lord, yoi 

vant If you are going home, nunc!?, I *il airf| 

for I have business at your house toa 

Lord ff . Who^s there ? Light out ! — ^Lord Q 
18 your new chariot at the door ? 

Lord G. Yes ; and positively the prettiest thj 
rollM in the rear of six horses.^ 

Lord ir, I have a mind to look at it, [E 
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PLord Wrongtove's Hoiue, Enter Lady W r o »a 
fl/jiMrs. Hartshorn, 
Lady IP'ronglo^CM 
Was Sir Friendly within ? 

Mrs, Harts. Yes, madam, he gives bis h 
vice, and say* he will certainly be at home at 
o^'dock, and exiie^Sl your ladyship** commands. 

Lady U^* Did the fellow give my service to 
Genrk too, :uid to Mrs. Conquest ? 

Mrs. Harts. He did not fay a.iy thing of 
It^c^ madam. 

Lady /r. Wliat blockhead is it yon always fii 
Zq nc^'Ictt my buimtS4> "WWm^vA vqu teni 
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rs. Harts, James, madam, 
idy W. Call him in 5 I find I must always give 
>rder8 myself^ 

[rs. Harts, He 's gone to the play to keep your 
ship's places. '■ 

ady /T. The play! Sure the people are all out of 
r senses ! Why, I shan't go to-day. 
Irs. Harts, He said> madam, your ladyship ordered 
, right or wrong, to keep places every Saturday, 
ady AT. Psha! 

frs. Harts. I^hope j^ourjadj^hi^^is not angry at 
madam. • - 

-ady g;;;jjOjj2£ilh§sUUto^^ 

Irs. Harts, j^^j^%ov lady ! \^Aside* 

•ady ^ Wj^iUlie.play 't<>-<iay ? " 

^s. Harts, The — ^thft— Husbands, something— 

Gajreful Husband, I think, madam. 

^ady W. Thfr Careful ! the Careless Husband, 3rou 

m sure— though I never saw it. 

Jrs Harts, Yes, yes, .madam — it 's that play that 

XsUly Wear-breeches hates so, that I saw once, 

iam i where there 's a lady comes in and catches 

husband fast asleep with her own woman, and 
n takes her. handkerchief off her neck, and then 
s softly to hi m 

:-ady IV, Andsfrangles him iri his sleep ? 
itrs. £/^2r//. No, madam, 
■-ady C*~Qii>J5Jra3^-g^* ^^ woman ? 
Vfrs. Harts, No, madam, she only lays it gently 
•r his head, for fear he should catch cold, and ^<:i 
H 
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, Steals out of the room^ without so much as f>#er{l 
wake him. 

Lady ir. Horrid t And what became of t h» t 
9pi riled creature ? 

Mrs. Harts, Oh, madam ! when the 
wakes, und iinds th.it his kdy has b^co then* wi4 
taking any notice of it to him, he grows st> ihiRi 
his wickedness, zmd so sensible of her virrucs, tli 
afterwards pro vet thecivileBt gentleman, and the 
husband in the world to her* 

Lady JT. Fohl Wer« I an hy?band, a < 
such a tarn", endunng spirit would make 
her, or, at best, but sleep at her groveling 
my lord within ? 

Mrs. Marts, Yef, madam, he** reading in 1 

Lady iy. Any thing, the dullest solittiije, 
pleases him than my company Hoh ! [^ 

Mr^^ Harts. Ah, poor lady I it mike« me %v« 
see her i^^rieve at heart so, r 

Lady /r. Go to my lord, and say 1 desire toi 
with him. [Exit Hartshorn .] Oh, for a draught el 
indillerence, to chill this lukewarm love, th 
rebel against my peace, that I nmy leave 
pang this Imnlened wretch, and to the rud^ 
" ■ ever } 
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nis gross aesire give mm up j 
keep down, my swelling hc.^rt, and l»t 
speak my wrongs for once i " fof wrongf I 
*' need not the force nor fire of passion toprcii 
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Enter Lord Wronglovi^ 

ord AT. I am toid, madam, you desire to speak 

I me. 

ady ^, Yes, my lord 5 and which, perhaps, you *U 

dislike, to talk with you in temper, too, if you 're 

emper to receive it. 

*ord fT. While you 're in temper, madam, I shall 

ays think I owe you the respe6l of keeping mine $ 

I when you are not, I shall keep it in respect to my- 

isdy AT. My lord, I nerer had occasion to question 
ir knowing what you ought to do ; but you are not 
md, you Ml say, to make your inclination a slave to 
jr understanding; '* and therefore 'tis possible 
you won't want arguments to convince me that a 
wife's obliged to bear all faults in a husband that 
are not in her power to punish. 
« Lord fT. Proceed. 

" Lady ^. Now I must tell you, my lord, when" 
any one injures me because, 'tis in their power, I 
•hall certainly hate them for 't, because tliat 's in 
ray power. 

<* Lord fK I am sorry you think it worth your 
while to make use of so unprofitable a power. 
•* Lady ff^. I am sorry I have occasion for it. 
•' Lord fT. Umh— that's half a question— But 
goon. 

*« Lady /T." And tiicrefore, since I find the more 
endeavour to deteft you, the more you persist ia 
H i) 
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your resolution to use me III 5 since my h 
sentment, and your actions,' Tiave 'maHe us a 
grievance to one another, I se.e no way In n; 
make us mutually just, but by ctmcelling our 
tions. If we agree to pai-t, the uneasy bond 
or husband no longer lie* in force against os, 
since I am contented to rtmit the breaches 
made of the conditions on your part, I supp< 
won't think it inconsistent with your reputati 
allow me part of the fortruie 1 brought you, as a 
rate maintenance. 

X-ord ff^. When you and I part, madam » yt 
leave none of your fortune behind you. Butstj 
^ I now yield to your proposd, the world might I 
I owied the breaches you accuse me of, and] 
^ were only parting to indulge your pride. But! 
sincere sorrow of your humble Ivcait can find I 
to make it as consistent with nvy reputation ai 
private peace, I '11 sign to your relltf this momeoi 
Lady /T. Your repumtion ! No, my lord, tl 
your business to secui-e 5 I \e taken care to Jet 
aftiotts justify my own. If you have been rembi 
fault's not mine to answer* I am glad at least Q 
you own where it is your weakness lies. 

Lord /r. To bear such insult* from a vrlfe^ U 
pahaps my least weakness. Nay, I 've anotbcj" 
wHicli I might own with equal blu&hing; a tame 
giving pity of your unfortunate temper, that pa 
yet to take the advantage of your distJ-aiSHon to % 
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idy fV. Horrid I Inloleut assertion, to do me in- 

, and call my innocent endeavours at redress, dls- 

:ion. 

Guii^ IK^Inojocent! Away ! " You take the rudest, 

ercest, falsest means for reparation, i^Tyou had a 

TOng. 

-Lady iF. If I had ! Insupportable ! To be out- 
iccd that my own eyes deceire me ! 

Lord M^.*' Death and confusion 1— --Suppose your 
►ngs were tiue— think what they are— speak 

ivith a modest tongue, and blush at all this red- 
J of resentment. 
*ady W. Nay, now, my lord, we are past all argu- 

3t. 

* JK)rd IF. 'Tis fit we should be so. ^JThJUubjeft 

^Hgl^L.t9J^^-fesl9wj[our thou^hts^ PPT^'t misuse 

jrour pride^till I am taught to think you *ve none. 
DeatKi I 've known the spirit of a strumpet in the 
Ssibrtunes of her slighted love, shew more than 
you ; who, though her heart was bleeding witli the 
ijvward pain, yet to her lover's face took pride and 
e^rtoiSfin Coucernless «t his falsehood. 
" Lady ^. \Iy lord, your having"a better opinion 
of such creatures than your wife, is no new thinij 
to me : but I must tell you, I have not deserved 
your vile comparison, nor shall I ever buy an hus- 
band's inclination, by being like the horrid things 
youdoaton/' 

Lord JV, Gortie, since you are incorrigible, I'll 
ve your pride the vain relief you ask for. ** Your 
rl ilj 
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alone, I guess jour business — my wife has been i 
ing with you. 

Sir />. No, my lord ; and unless you give me 
word to be secret, I dare not tell my business. 

Lord /r. Upon my honour. 

Sir F. Then there, my lord, I just now rec 
that letter from her. 

Lord/r. [ReaJj.'\ ' At last I find there's a 
of being easy in my life, but parting for ever wr 
lord ; and I would willingly do it in such a man 
might least blame me to the world. Your frici 
to both our families wiil, I am sure, engage 3 
advise me in (he safest method : therefore 1 beg ] 
be at home some time this evening, that I may 
with you ; for life, as it is, is insupportable. 

I am, sir, &c. 
Well, Sir Friendly, then I can tell you half 
trouble is over j for we have agreed to part all 
and both have chosen you umpire of the conditic 

Sir/r. How, my lord! could passion be so £u 
master too ? 

Lord /T. Why, faith, Sir Friendly, patience 
endure it no longer. 'Twas her own proposal 
she found the way at last to provoke me to take 
her word. 

Sir fr. Her word I fie, fie I Because she M lar 

reputation to cripple yours, shall you revenge he 

on yourself ? Come, come, your understanding 

to have more compassion for tiie misfortunes of : 

I woman's temper. 

2 




T. THE lady's last STAKE. t/ 

Lord /f^, Oha_»he'^iin£iacable t 
Sir F. That quality punisiies itself, my lord ; and 
ICC the provocation's your's, it mjtfht sometime*' 
rjKirdoned.*" Do but imagine how it must gall 
ie^t_ qf a woman of spirit, to see the loose co- 
tes of her acquaintance smile at the modish hus- 
I's sleeping in a separate bed from her. 
>rd /r. Humph^— there *s something in what you 
I own — not but jou '11 laugh at me, should 1 tell 
jdy trtir atn! honest occasioii of it. 
1^. Not iTit be true and honest, my lord, 
:>rd /r. Upon my feith, it was not the least dis- 
of her person, but her being downright an intole- 
* bed-fellow, 

r iTi How do you mean ? 

ord IV, I could nrver sleep with her* For though 
bates late hours, yetwhcn she bas aeen me gape 
3ed, like a waiter at the Groom-Porter's in araom- 
^&he would still re^rve to herself the tedious de- 
un of being lirst solicited for her company ; sa 
^lie usually contrived to let me be three quarfcr* 
pp before she would do me the honour to disturb 
Then, besides this, I was seldom less than twiy 
Its in ibur, but in the very middle of my first com^ 
fible nap, I was awakened with the alarm ot tingle 
Ic, for a quarter of an hour together, that you M 
ir she wanted a do£tor or a midwife j and by and- 
lown comes Mademoiselle, with a single under- 
icoat in one hand, and rubbing her eyes with 
Jierj and then, alter tbout hajf an hour '« Vft\^^t?j 
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arguments on both sidesi poor Mademoiselli 
of not having pulled the sheet smooth at he 
■which unpardonable neglect, her ladyship's lioic 
had lain at least two hours on the rack o£^ 
that hud almost put lier into a fever. Tiii 
civilly complained of» she said she must eitl 
in hed, or go out of it. I told her thai 
my case ^ so I veiy fairly stepped into the nejctl 
'^hcre I have ever since slept most profoundly, 
out so much as once dreaming of her. 

Sir Fjt* An unfoitimate ciicumiJtance truly I 
get a Utile matter, my lord, will part peo^k j 
care for compiiny. 

Lord /F. But, Sir Friendly, (not to trd 
with a long particular of the provocations I IvU 
her temper to run a roguing at first) su 
played the fbd, is the fault unpardonable i 
reputation like an husband's« mean» or ix; 
cause she overlooks the folly ? 

Sir Fr, No. But did you, my lord, cvcc_ 
any signs of repentance ? 

Lord f^\ As far as I Kave tlvought the nn 
crime required. ** l*yc often received he 
•* reproaches with a smile and raillery ; 
** leave to guess^ in hopes her understanding ] 
« have smiled again, and paidoned it-'* 

Sir fn And what eft'e^ had that ? 

Lord /T. Oh, none in nature l-^« F« 
*« pride has possessed her with fto horrid 
*' the crime, that my making slight on *t bu 
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censes her j and when once her passion takes the 
icrty of her tongue to me, I neither spaie autho- 
ty nor ill-nature to provoke or' silence her. Thi^ 
Bnerally is oiur course of eonvei^tlon j*' and for 
it I see, if we should not 9gree upon parting, we 
in as fair a way of heartily plaguing one another for 

as e^er a comfortable couple in Europe, 
ir Fr, My lord, the thought 's too melancholy to 
upon. 

rord /^. Why, faith, I havc so far A concern for 
, . that CQulft'^yTieanr^f an agcopimoJifatiQn be 
Sg^lgtl^^Qf u to subnut to, 

iould not yet refuse to come into it. 
Jjr fr. Spoken like a man, my lord ! — ^How for the 
It *s in you I partly see : and when I have made 
same enquiry into my lady's grief, I doubt not then 
I19II be better dbk to advise. 
:^ord /^. You've now an opportunity, for she's 
\^ this vcjfy ipinute to my I-ady Gentle's, to speak 

li ypti. 

)ir Fr. 'T were be§t tq lose no time then, my lord: 

I take my le^ve Nay, no ceremony- 

Lord ^. No, I 'm going part of your way Upon 

'' word. lExeunt. 
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SCENE 11. 



\j:bafigis to Lady Gentle's House. Enter LaJy Olt 
reading n letter^ and Mrs. Con qij e st, 

Mrs, Con. I hope Sir William "s well, madam* 
Lady Gent, Yes, very well, my dear, and di 
his haisemains to your ladyship, 

Mrs. Can, Does he say any thing of coming tot 
Lady Gent. No, nothing yet. 
Mrs. Con. No I — pray, madam, do n't you thiri 
feood worship begins to be a little fonder of fox-htti 
' than you coold wish he were? 

Lady Gent. I am always pleased whiJe lie*s di 
— If yon saw his letters to me, you would not tW 
I had any reason to complain. 

Mrs. Con, Nay, the world owns yoar ladyshl 

I the pcrfea secret of making a good husband. 

Lady Gent, Believe me, child, the matter *s n 

ditlicult as people woul4 have it. If you but I 

\ whnt trifles in the compliance of a wife's temper i 

I a man to fondness, you*d admire to what cbildisb 

stinacy so many womeli owe their uneasiness* 

fwffr Miss Notable, crying. 

Miss Not, Oh, oh ! 

hiiK^y Gent, How now I what *s the matter, my 
Miss Sot, Oh, oh I madam, madam! 
Mrs, Con. Bless me what nils the child ? 
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.ady Gent, Abused ! By whom, my dear ? 
/liss Not, That monster of men, my Lord George 
lliant. 

4rs. Con. My Lord George ! 
Vliss Not. Oh, I can't speak for passion ! 
Lady Gent. I 'm amaz'd I What has he done, child ? 
Vliss Not. The most provoking, impudent thing 
it ever was offered to a young creature, sure.— 
, oh! 

Vfrs. Con. lAsUe."] This must be some strange 
ng, indeed; for If I don't mistake, her young 
yship thinks herself old enough for most sorts of 
pudencfelthat a man can offer her. 
Lady Gent. Has he offered any love, or rudeness to 
u. 

Miss Not. Oh, worse, worse, a thousand times ! 
Mrs. Con, Worse ! What can that be, child ?— - 
iless it be, that he has not made love to her ? [Aside. 
MisTWo/rOh^ina'J^m! 'tis not myself alone, but 
ui' ladyship and Mrs. Conquest too tliat are af- 
mted. 

Mrs. Con. Am I in ? But it 's no novelty to me. I 
ve so far the better of both of you, I am used to his 
ipudence, and know how to bear it. 
Lady Gent. lam amazed! Pray let's hear, child. 
Miss Not. Oh, I could tear his flesh for having such 
:houghtofme! 

"LdiAy Gent. What thought, my dear? 
Miss Not. Oh| madam ! could any thing but the 
I 
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greatest vilkin upon earth think to make roe a p« 
re$s ? 

Lady Gf»/. Child t you startle me I 

Miss Not. Or any moital, but from a monpr: 
gate principle of the most provoking vanity, nanniij 
but the X^vist living hope agahist your ladyship's i 

Lady Gent, How, child ! 

Mis5 ^5^ Or any monster, but the most tingratt 
most audacious of mankind, propose too, that I sh 
discover his odious inclinations to your ladyship bdi 
the face of one who innocently loves lirm ? Oh, I J 

past patience! ^I think I do it bravely. [^^1 

[if^alks in SsotMX 

Lady Gent. I 'm all confusion I 

rs. Con. If this girl's passion ii not all an air, i 
er owii contrivance, then will I be bound ta| 
the success of it. 

Lady Gent. His inchnation 1 and to me ! 
proposed that you should discover it before M 
quest too 1 To glory in sucli insolence \ — This i 
contradiftion. 

Miss Not, Or else, sai»i he 'twill never be beUrvvlJ 
for having the idle reputation of liking one, I d\ 
obliged that both should know it, that she J rcaHy IWj 
may see Vva wholly fi-ee from my former p;i5stoi«. 

Mrs. Con, This He must be his own, by the < 



mity of its impudence. 



I* 



Lady Gent. But when he used my name, child, 
n^fc you not shocked at first r Why did not yottli 
to tcU his idle story ta the world > 
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\/List Not. Oh, madam I that was what betrayed me 
o hearing him : for when he first began he named 
names j that he reserved till last, till he had told me 
, to cHnch the secret with. 

Lady Gmt. But, pray, child, how did he begin it ? 
What was his manner of first attempting you ? 
Mrs. Con. Her ladyship grows a little inquisitive, 
'thinks. [^Asidti 

Miss Not. Oh, with all the subtle sofhiess that ever 
imble love inspired l—^Then, of a sudden, rousing 
>m his fear, he gave himself such an animated air of 
nfidcnce, " threw back his wig," and cried aloud, 
IVby should she ashanCd or angry he^ 
To be belo<v^d by me? 
Mrs. Con. What do you think of his modesty ftow, 
adam? 

Lady Gent. 1 am amazed, indeed 1 
Miss Not. Then he turned to me, pressed me by 
le hand, and, kneeling, begged my friendship, and 
irew into my lap such untold heaps of gold, forced 
pen my finger too a sparkling diamond, I thought 
lUSt beggar him to purchase. But when I heard him 
.0^ his impudent story with oifering me a letter to 
ive your ladyship while Mrs. Conquest was by, I 
rarted up, and told him. Yes, my lord, I '11 do your 
rrand, but without your letter, in another manner 
aan your infamous principles have proposed it ; my 
idy shall know your passion, but know it as I do, to 
void, to loath, and scorn you for such a villanous 
bought*. While I was saying this, I threw bi& fikVv^ 



r 



^ THE LADT'S tAST STAKE. i^ 

Mrs. Cm. Why then, if I do love him, duU; 
may depend upon't, *tis onljr from tJic assoiafl 
have of his loving me only- 
Miss Not, But since you see (as the world ^ 
m a little time) how false these assurances are, y 
you better seem to leave him, than lie under !i*< 
dal of his leaving you ? 

Mi^, Con* No, child 5 1 11 still keep up myfH 
sjons, if it be only to iunder other vain creatuits! 
coming into hopes of him ; for I know, iff ere 1 
to own myself disengaged, then every impO* 
coquet in town would be giving airs to him. 
Miss N^t. Was ever any thing so stupidly t 

.^— -[jfji*i>.] Lard! madam, you have a m^ 

opinion of your perfections sure, to think it iniji 
bte a man can he false to you : some women woul 
been a- top of the iiousc by this time, if tliey had 
heard of their lover's comn^on civUity to aafl 
You are stranf^ely happy sure, when his owning I 
Sion to your friend, before your iace, can't maU 
uneasy i hehl heh ! 

Mrs. Con, Methtnks, child, my want of jea 

fcom what you 've said, gives you a little luieiisi 

1 tliould be loth to tinnk his idle way of laillei; 

taught you to think of love so sjon. 

Mia$ N9t. i^o soon t I suppose, madam, if I ba 

of your ladyship's inclination, Imigii 

proofs of his passion lor me, as yd 

icy to you, 

o , - he ' s St irrcd , I must h ave . ^ 
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>f sible. Have a passion for any thing so incapa- 
:o conceive it! Why, love's a thing you won't be 
^ tliink of these two years. . 
liss Not. Not thiAk of it ! I 'd have you know, 
lam, there are men in the world that think me as 
or a lover as your ladyship. 
Irs. Con, So, now its coming. [Aside, 

f iss Not, And however unfit you think me, madam, 
Have you, next time any man's idle raillery flatters 
. into a passion for him, don't let me know it ; I 
. don't let me know it, for fe^ my unfitness should 
fcive your vanity, by taking him from you. Not 
ik of it I I shall live to see you burst with envy, 
l;wn. Do you observe me I Burst! burst! Not 
•Jcof it! 

4rs. Con. Nay, now I am convinced. This passion, 
%re swear, is real. He has certainly said some civil 
iLg, before he was aware — But for what you said of 

I just now, to my Lady Gentle, my pretty one •. 

/l\ss Not. Pretty one ! Pray, madam — ^Though I 'm 
yy I can't say the same of your ladyship. 
4rs. Con. I say, all your late sobbing, and pretend- 
to throw gold about ^e rpom> and diamonds out 
the window, and alj th^t stuff, my honey, I am 
V confirmed was all, from first to last, the pretty 
ion of thy own little pride and jealousy, only to 
'c the ease of giying me pain, from his supposed 
saking me. 

vliss Not. Ha, ha, ha ! I am glad to see your vanity 
swelled, madam j but since I find 't is ^ovw dv%t,ws^> 



I 

ri be foor 6nA larooce, aod vork joora 

Ibs nadooe jtm; liie part l^re adcd o^ liis picl 
pasBOB tK» ana^hcr* vas, is j^ossaail tmleed ai 
aE* aad oal|^ fia^ed to gi^ mj prkk tbcdmn 
hit owaii^ CO joor £ue, ba«r Iktle he rvguiii 
But kmam tfe Ettal bee to whkli ]roa Ofte jfqiq 
•L wa»iiormjIjiifyGc&tkX that was injrcivniipi^ 
tnit xntne^ Qoi her, nor fOOt but me, aod im 

W loYCi. ^Tbcse poor unfit feturcs hmt M 

bim from yoa. And now let all tiie wojrld, tli 

how baibarousljr your iranity, or nMCt has mi 

i idle xaiUery for love, judge who 's most 6c to tj 

'it. 

Mrs. Gth, Now the mysteiy^i iinfolded. OS 

subtle devil! how artfully has he fooled this fi 
girl to his assistance. Wdi» there *s &ometiuii| 
barefaced excess of his assurance that makea ae 
1 *in loth to say he 's impudent, but he has j 
daunted modesty that 's certain, and for that v« 
quality 'twill be worth my while not to trust hi 
with \\ty Lady Gentle* Oh> sir 

Eftitr Sir FutENOLV Moral. 

Sir Ff* Soj chitdf how stand aJfairs now f Al 
discovery f 

X'ra, Con^ Only a trifling con/irraation or tl 
whut we suspcdcd before- Therefore wba 
^ done quickly. Have you considered 
it hk P 
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Fr, In troth, 't is a wild thought, but you have a 
spark to deal with , and for ought I know, his own 
8 may be likeliest t hold him. Only take this 
ral caution with you, that the warmth of your 
rstanding don't carry you into any a6lion, that 
iscretion of your sex can't answer. 
rs. (Jon. Fear not, sir, I know my man, and know 
If. 

• Fr, Then here 's your letter writ, and sealed as 
directed. 

rs. Con, And here comes m^ lady j 't will be now 
occasion to make use pf it, 

• ffp I '11 leave yon then, 

rs. Con, Wh«n I have done with her, sir, I would 

lilt you farther. 

: Fr, i 'U expe6V you in my chamber. 

[Exit Sir Friendly. 

Enter Lady Gentle, 
idy Gent. Oh, child, I'm glad I have found you. 
rs. Con. What's the matter, madam ? 
tdy Gent. I tliink I was never more provoked in 
ife. 

rs. Con. Any thing from Lord George ? 
idy Gent. Yes— sometliing that makes me shudder 
e thought, 
rs. Con. Bless me! 

idy G. Something so grossly insolent in the over- 
idtfulness of his behaviour, such an aiye6ted awe 
X be but speaks to me, something tVi^t %V^^% 
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within bt« heart «o vain, &o arrogant a hope* it i 
provokes me thin all the auk ward follies of a ii 
faced impudence J and since I find he secretly | 
eumes upon my knowing his odious secret, "ti 
therefore but equal justice to mj^self and ymi» I 
his )d!e hopes at oncet for not to cbecki U toC 
rage thcin : and when once a woman's known { 
followed, let her virtxie be never so famed, or i 
the good natured town always concludes tiielo 
ccssfuL 

Mrs. Cdh, You did not seem to understand! 
haviour ? 

Lady Gait* I can*t tell whether he understood I 

no } but I could not help saying in a very graveil 

iier, that whatever strait I put myself to, his 1 

pounds should certainly he paid him next week* I 

Mrs. Ccft. And liow did he take it ? 

Lady Gent, Oh 1 he is not to l>e put oot of f 

nance, that I see, for he pressed me witJi a t 

easy civility, not to give mysdf the least concettd 

jf I pleased, he would immediately givemea^ 

chance to pay him, without ever drawing a 1 

Mrs. Cm. A fair chance I What was it? 

Lady Gent, Why he offered iue indeed 

tuch odds, as I am sure he is not able to giv 

Count Tailly, who stood by, thought it so f 

rablc an advantage, that he begged he migbt | 

halves, or what part of tlie money I pleased, 

Mrs. Co/t, Well said, Count This may < 

pooietluB^ S\\a \xwL^t i5|\i>j v^Uk him fgr I 
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there' s no other way of sceiag a quick end to 
Ipes, or mine [ Aside ^ 

iy Gent, The extravagance of his offer I confess* 
ised me i so I only told him, I M consider on't, 
^ine to you for advice. 
'%. Con, Then certainly, madam, take him at his 

j and since you know his dishonest end, in oft'er* 
och an advanta^, e'en make use on't, and let iik 
baseness punish itself, 
dy Gefit, As how ? 

•s. Coft, Look you j the best way to disappoint his 
I, is first to raise 'em. Go to him this minute 
Call for cards — and put on all the coquet :urs ima- 
lie: smile at his respect, and glance him out of 
ffedcd modesty. By this means you will certain- 
Courage his vanit)% not only to the galbntiy of 
ig you win your money again, but more than 
ably, of losing his own to you. 
dy Gent* I vow you tempt me strangely — I bog- 
t nothing, but those airs you speak of, I shall do 
aukwardly — - 

fs. Cort* Pooh I I warrant you, trust to nature j 
tothingj one cannot set one*s hair in a glass with- 
cm. If it were not a sure card, you can't think 
idvise you to play it, for my own sake, 
dy Ge»t, That, indeed, leaves me nothing to iay. 
I, upon your encouragement, I will venture, and 
iery moment I get home the sum I am out to him, 
prow up my cards, and fairly tell him* I Iwiow 
t *tis time to give over- 
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Miij. Cqh. Admirable ! 

Ludy Gent, Nay, and because I don^t til ml 
him the regard of declaring it myself, I 'H 
into Sussex to-morrow morning, and leave you- 
th ink fi', to tell him the occasion, 

Mrs, Ca:i, No, madam, to let your bdyshi 
think every tiling is entirely safe under y our dxa^ 
as my own, I am resolved to go out of town i 
mcnr. 

Lady Gt'ut. What do you mean ? 

Mrs. Con. I have received a letter here fiti 
brotlitr Sir John, my twin-brother, tnadam, I 
have not seen these nine years j he arrived b 
night from Italy, to take possession of hisestatt 
now at his house in Essex, and a little iudisposi 
his vojage : he has sent his coach, and begs, ifi 
ble, I would be with him to-night* J 

Lady Cent. To-night ! impossible ! Go as 
the morning, child, as you please. 

Mi*s< Coftu No, dear madam, pardon me, dM 
sliines, ami T had rather defer my sleep, thaitlHi 

Lady Gent. Well, my dear, since you won^ I 
suaded, I wish you a good journey* I shall 
before yoii go. 

Mrs. Con. I have Just a moment's business 
Fficnilly, and then I '11 wait upon your ]adysh^^ 

Wejl, there she goes how she will come off] 

tclL The good woman, 1 ^:ix^ swear, is trdf 
cent in her intentions but good looking aftei I 
\ 
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do her no. injury: for virtue, though she's of a 
le spirit, and a great conqueror, 'tis true j yet, as 
's stout, alas ! we know she 's merciful, and when 
humility and nature kneel hopeless to her unques* 
led power, tliey look so pitiful, speak in such a gen- 
tone, and sigh their griefs with such submission, 
t cruel virtue loses all its anger for compassion 
——compassion kindles hope, hope arms assurance, 

1 then though virtue may have courage enough 

give a stout knock with her heel, for somebody to 
le in— still, I say, if somebody should come in 
t would be ungrateful in any woman alive not to 
w, that good attendance sometimes may do her 
;ue considerable service [£*//. 



ACr V. SCENE I. 

ftinues. Enter Lord George and Miss Notable. 

Miss Notable, 
, when I found that would not take down her va- 
f, I e'en told her tlie whole truth of the matter, that 
vas hot my Lady Gentle, but her humble servant 
I her rival. 

Lord G. Well said I What did Mrs. Conquest say 
snthat? 

\fliss Not, She did not say much, but the poor soul 's 
le out of town upon 't. ' 
K 
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Lord G, Out of town at this time of night * ' 

do you mean ? 

Miss Hot. Just as I say, sir. Her brother, iti 
is comr from travel, so the fullness of her atfl 
laid hold on that occasion, and she pretend* 
gone fi) meet him. Now what I cxpe^ from y 
this; since I see nothing but demonstration wUI 
tily humble her ladyship, you shall confess aU 
Jjcr of your addressing to me, under your own ! 
\n a bHlet to me, which I ^11 incLisc in a stinjing 
from myself to her, and send it immediately. 

Lord G. So, so, I am like to be drav^-n into J 
business here. The jest must not go so far ncitb 
The diild has a strange vivacity in her good-nattS 

r 

Miss Not, You pause upon "t- 

Lord G, Well, madam* to let you see I sea 
profess more than I '11 stand to, do you draw n: 
letter to your mind, 1 11 copy it, and — ani 
put the change upon you. fj 

IA\%& Net. Ay, now you* say something I I*|l; 
it immediately. 

I^ord G. Do so, I 'U stay here till you have 

[Exit Mia 
Who says I am not a provident lover? For oc 
that time my liarvestof Lady Gentle is over, tfae 
inclination I have sown in this girl will be 
and ready for the sickle, ** A true wonun'^ 
*' should breed liis mlstrcsses,'3s-an "ohi-wbat. 
* caii-ura does yovtng ^xV^m^^U^-Wuie 
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lother, that he may have always something £t £ml . 
le desh-e of several persons of quality/* But bcair 
its my Lady Gentle ' Assurance, stand fast, 
do n't let the insolent awe of a fine woman's virtu* 
c thee out of countenance. 

Enter Lady Gentle. 
«ady Gent. Comtt, come, my lord, where do yoa 
. ? the cards wait for you. 

x>rd G. I did not know your ladyship had resolved 
io me the honour of accepting the match I proposed 
I. 

^dy Gent* Oh> your servant, grave sir — ^you have 
lind to be off on 't, I suppos e b ut as mere a 
intry girl as you think me, you '11 find I am enough 
Jhe mode not to refuse a good offer, whether I de* 
ve it or. no. 

:x>rd G, Coquet by aljjlwt's lovely ! lAsuk.yr-l 
.St confess, madam, I should be glad to see your 
yship a little better reconciled to the diversions in 
hion. 

Lady Gent, And if I have any skill in faces, what- 
T solemn airs you give yourself, nobody is more a 
vate friend to them than your lordship. 
Lord G. I can't disown a secret tenderness for every 
ng that ought to move the heart ; but reputation 
mid be always sacred ; and he th^t does not take 
ne care of his own, can never hope to be much 
isted witli other people's : for were a woman of 
adition generously to make that trust, yj\\sX ^»iv%^* 
Kij 
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to town, he enquires for your ladyship, or Sii 
MoraL 

Lady Gmt, Sir Jolm ! What a mistaice 
Mrs. Conquest made now ? She went but an 
to meet him. 

Sir Fr* Will your ladyship give me leave t 
him. 

Lady Gtni^ If you please to give yourself l 
blc, Sir Friendly ► Pray desire him to walk i 

[Exit Sir 
I« my Lord Wronglove come, madam ? 

Lady /r. He said he would bt- here | but 3 
not expe<9: him the more for that. 

Lady Gent, He does not much stxnd up< 
indeed j but he 's extremely good-hun 
has him, 

" Lady /r, Howr cnn people tasti 
•* where there ^s no principle ? 

** Lady Gefjt, And what dull company n 
** stridlest principle be \\ithour good-humom 

f* -Lady fK And yet the bcot temper 'a bt 
** witliout them. 

" Lady Gent. He must be a man indeed 1 
«« withoitt a fault 5 but there are some, thai 
*^ ways a woman's interest to overlook in a J 
** our frowns may govern lorvcrs, but busbaj 
*' be smUed on. 

[ should c 
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ie tell you> madam, the man tliat *s just, is not to 
• despised. 

Lady /^, He that lives in professed contempt of 
Migations, can never be beloved — 'tis better to 
slease th:m ; you '11 shortly see me easy. 

JLady Gent. I shall ever wish you so.'* 

tr Sir Friendly Moral, luitb Mrs. Conquest, 

. in man's habit* 
ir Fr. This, sir, is my Lady Gentle. [Tbey salute, 
jady Ge»t, You are welcome to England, sir. 

iter Lord George, ivho seeing Mrs. CoNquEST, 
fwhispers Sir Friendly. 

^rs. Con, I hope your ladyship will excuse my un- 

Bonable visit, but I rather chose to be troublesome 

n slow in the acknowledgements I owe to your 

yship for the many favours to my sister. 

!*ady Getit, Mrs. Conquest and her friends are always 

Icome to me. My Lady Wronglove, pray know 

John. 

>ir Fr, My Lord George, and Sir John, will you 

t me leave to recommend a friendship between you? 

Cx>rd G, Sir, 1 shall be proud to embrace it. 

Vf rs. Con, 'T will be a chaiity in a man of your 

dship's figure to give a raw young fellow a little 

jDtenance at his first arrival. 

Lord G, Your appearance, sir, I am confident* 

II never want a friendship among the men of taste, 

the ladies. 
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Sir Fr, This youn^ lady, Sir John, b a 
tlonof minej and if you h^ive not left 
abroad, wili endanger it here as far as e% 
beauty of them all. 

Mrs. Cow, If the lady's good-nature we 
her beautjr, *t would be disposed of tliis minute! 

Lord ^. Faith he's a pretty fellow. ^^ 

Mbs Not^ A sweet creature ! ^H 

liidy fK He "s extremely like his sister. 

Lady Geftt, The very image of her I 

Mrs. Cofi, We were both made at the $aun( 
ladies : I only wish she had bcca bom to breech^ 
for I fancy that wild humoiu" of her's is ( 
to it under the confinement of petticoats. 
[Ladj^ Wionglovc goes to . 

LiAyGint, I find, Sir Johnj you arc twin«ti 
good-humotirj as well as your persons, 

Mrs. Cof/. We always took a liberty wi^ 
ther, mad Sim, though I believe the girl may! 
lit the bottom. 

Lord G. Methinks you lose time with the I 
lady. Sir John. J 

Mrs»Cffff. To tell you the truth, my lo 
TO)'self a little too sharp set for a formal i 
hMVe had a tedious voyage, and would bi 
small recommendation to any humhleextemp 

Loid G. Faith I 'm a little out of gc 

myself at present: but if your occasions are m 
pressmg, I 'II put you out of a despairing condH 
tany you behind tVv& ^cttk?? 
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ie's of all sorts, coquets, prudes, and virgins, they 

I}'', serious and comical, vocal and instru- 

lental.*' 

ft-s. Con, We shall find a time, my lord, 
liss IJot, I must have a friendship with him, that *s 
J. Let me see — ^ay, that v^rill do it. — What a dear 
isure it is, be in what company one will, to have 
the young fellows particular ? \_Aside, 

/Its. Con, [To Lady Gent.] I am afraid, madam, 
interrupt the diversion of the good company j I 
rd cards called for as we came in. 
-ady Gent, If you please then. Sir John, we '11 step 
> the next room — ^my Lady Wronglove, we Ml ex- 
t you. {Exeunt all but Lady W. and Sir Fr. 

^y IT, I '11 wait upon your ladyship. 
;ir Fr, I am sorry, madam, to find the misunder- 
iding carried to such extremities. 
jady ff^. After such usage, 'tis impossible to live 
h him. 

»ir Fr, An^Jhaye^yoBi. in your, calmer thoughts, 
u.S.?ligi>^^ the miserable consequence of parting ? 
« Lady ^. 'T will shew the world, at least, I am 
act like the world ; but scorn on any terms to en- 
dure the man that wrongs me. .Since too he still 
persists in his defimce of my resentment, what re- 
medy on earth have I but parting ? 
* "Sr Fr. Is there no cure for wounds but bleeding 

dead ? You'll say he has wronged you. — Grant 

it — that wrong has been seveiely punished in your 
severe resentn>e;u. 
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•* Lady ^. But still it has not caret! them 
♦« Sir Fr. Then certainly 't w:is wrong to 
•« Lady ^, Tve been reduced to use it t tar 
*' I bear the loose, malicious fleiring* of the 
•* without a just resentment upon hito. 

" Sir fr. Nor would I have you bear it — no 
" disappoint their empty fashionable malice, dfl*' 
" this unprofitable breach, 'tis still wilJiia 
** power, and fix hira yet more firmly yours.** 
Lady IF, Alas, 't is now too late 1 We hxrt 
on other terms j he too, at last, is willing we 
p.irt. 

Sir Fr* Bury that thought = come» , coi 
yet a gentler cure, Qould you supprc- 
go through it: this rash an<l fruitles 
a broken limb gives you but more ouCi\sgc*>u^ 
fiames the wound, and brings your very iKc 
m danger ; think wliat a glorious conquest it 
be, even in the face of the censorious and 
I yrorldf to tame this wanderer, whose frail 
f tency has sought a vain and false belief a1 
^ lure him home with soft afireaidn7 tcT ^^^ 
Ijtiishcs, peace, and envied happiness i oue 
render look secures your triumphs is there 
j^ink you in remiRsion? Nothing persuasive 
prOacU of patient love? 

X-^dy IV, 1 see to what your friendship 
^ta^e me ; bvu *< were \t pos^xbVe my flattei 
lose ihe memory o^ tk^ vrrongs 
k this moti*^^ Vvxis^x tixY woimtf 
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tendeamessr of soft afiedion, could sigh> could 
and yearn for reconcilement ! Where could 
±, unheeded in her wrongs like me, £nd 
f Where is the friendly bosom would receive 
How can I hope for comfort from that breast 
I fSear is hardened to my undoing ? 
Cherish that soft'niilg thought, and all may 
fell. Oh I there *8 a meritable goodness in 
t that cannot fail to conquer. Do not sup' 
m be partial to his errors, and not a friend to 
plainto. Resentment can but at best revenge, 
r redress 'era. Repose 'em with a friend for 
. be assur'd, as of my honesty, I '11 make}'ou 
ourable peace. 

r» I don't doubt of your sincere endeavours. 
nn answer for another's morals ? Think how 
re miserable you make me, should he insult 
patience. 

By that sincerity you trust in, I know him 
tr nature, friendly, generous, and tender; 
opposition, obstinately cool 9 to gentleness, 
e as a lover. 
^. Do what you will with me. 

He comes ! be comforted! Depend upon my 
P- 

Enter Lord Wronglove. 
I grieve to see you here on this occasion. 



1 
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Lon! IK I'm not myself transported at I 
Friemlly — I come — ^t' obey my summons. 

Sir Fr. How- easily wc pay obedience to ourm 
Was it well done, my lord, to work the wrakm 
a woman to ask for what you knevv was her t 
A mind, which your unkindness had 
serv'd a tenderer care, than rcaching^ a co 
cordial. Vour judgment could not but 
resolution of a iovc-sick wife must stai 
shock of separation. 

Lord /r. Ha ! IL^tij Wronglo 

> Sir Fr, Look there j^ and whiJe these hiiB 
reproach you, think on the long-waick'^ 
hour?, she already h:io endur'd from your 
nor coilld yoa blanie her, if in the tortiuiiM i 
thought hsr only help was cutting ojf 
limb t but you ! you to hold the horrid knli^ 
while your hard heart Was consdoias of a 
cure, was cruelty beyond a humane nature. J 
Lord ff. Mistake me not : I need nob 
proaches to be just, I never sought this 
never wlsh'd il j and when it can be proved 1 
me to accept it, my ruin should as soon 1 
And though pep hap* my negligence of te4 
have stond the frowns of love unmov'd, ypt| 
no guard within, that can siipport^m 

Sir fr. Now, my lord, you aj*eindecti a m 
Welcome or not, I must not set: 1 
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iam, without an ofier'd hand to raise you. what 

; disturbs you ? 

^y W. Nothing. 

ix)rd W. If I can never more deserve that soft re- 

ftion of a lover, give me at least tlie honest freedom 

\ friend's concern, to wish you well, to search your 

aost griefs, and share them. 

Lady W» I cannot speak to you. 

$ir Fr* My lord, that tender silence tells you all. 

Lord W. Too much indeed for sense of shame toN 

ir.— -Now, I should blush ever to have deserv'd 

»e just reproachful tears ; but when I think they 

ing from " the dissolving rock of secret love, I 

iiinph in the thought 5 *« and in this wild irruption 

jf its joy, my parching heart could drink tli^ cor- / 

iial dew. 

'* Lady W, What means t}).is,. soft effusion in my 

breast 1 an aching tenderness ne'er felt before ! 

»* Xiord W> X cannot bear that melting eloquence of 

eyes. Yet nearer, closer to my heart, and live for 

Jvcr tlicr?---Thus blinding our dissolving souls in 

dumb unutterable softness. 

»' Sir Fr, Age has not yet so drained me, but when 

I see a tenderness in virtue's eye, my heart will soften 

^ji.'a.springs will flow.'' • 

Lady W^ Pity this new confusion of my woman's 

art, tliat would, but knows not how to make returns 

: this endearment 5 " that feai's, yet wishes, that 

Jiirns and blushes, with my sex's shaine in yielding'' 

Can you .forgive^ my lord, the late uncurb' d '^itil* 

"'■ "■ "'" " ' L ■ 



»; 
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pressions of a disordered mind ?— But tiimk ih 
my pnssion's fault, and pardon 'cm. 1 

Lord /r, O never ! never let us think Pre iki 
since our sick love is heal'd, for ever be ki 
forgotten, and removed. | 

Lady /T. But let th<? kind physician thut r«t 
be for ever in oar thunlcs remembcned. 
"Ids tender care observed the crisis of m; 
** e3 mind/ how rashly had I languish*d out 
♦* cd bein^." 

Lord fK Thi« was indeed beyond % 
tiler's care. 

Sir Fr* My Lord, what I have done, 
peace has over- paid ; I knew jou both 
and was too fai* concern d indeed to see 
passion. 

Loixl /T- If Heaven would mark our bi 
pinesabeloWj or human wisdom were allow* 
from virtue's largest store, in joys, like oufl 
ilcss search would end. 
I " Sir Fr* In sach soft wives. y 

I " Lady ff\ So kind a husbandy^ 

" Loj^d lf\ Such a friend/' 




Enter Mrs. Cosquest, and Mies Noi 

Mrs. Con, I 'm all amazement, all rAptTjre*1 
is *t possible so fair, and young a creati 
^ojust, so exquisite a sense of love* 
!m Nat. Why not ? If I have any i 
!-fo have our ftnt V\«^v ^i \aa.ij^itte»» 1 
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Mtrs. Con, My little soul, you charm me ! You have 

aind to pique Lord George, you say. 

Vfiss Not, To a rapidity ! — yet, methinks, not so 

ich upon my own accoxmt as yours ; for his disbo- 

urable usage, as I tx>ld you, of your sister. And to 

nvince ygu of my friendship— there *8 his own hand 

accuse him of it :— read it— hold ! hold !— here^s my 

icle — ^put it up. 

Mrs. Cb». Can't I steal into your room by and by ? 

Miss Not. With all my heart Then I'll tell you 

wc. \_Exit Miss Notable. 

Enter Sir Friendly Moral. 

Sir Fr, So, child! you are making way, I see; what 

ive you got in your hand there ? 

Mrs. Con, Why, young madam tells me, 'tis some- 

ing under my Lord George's hand, that will convince 
e of his abusing my sister— me. 

Sir Fr, Pray read it. 

Mrs. Con, [Reads,'] * To Mrs. Conquest. 

• If you design to make any stay in the country, 
will be obliging to return the lampoon you stole 
om me, it being the only copy from the face of tliis 
;6be to the sky, that is to be had for malice or mo- 
iy, ram, dear madam, with all due extremity, most 
ivincibly yours. Brilliant.' 

L very tender epistle, truly. 

Sir Fr, 'T is like the rest of him, 

Mrs. Con, I 'm glad to find, however, he has good- 

umour enough not to let the little malice of ltoLOs>C\\. 

Lij 
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fool him to affront me; which I find she has bw 
heartily driving at. 

Sir fr. In troth it shews some sense of honour ii 
him. 

Airs, Con. Depend upon% sir, he does notmntk 
upon an honourat?le occasion. 

Sir fr. And 't would be hard, indeed, not to mab 
some allowances for youth. 

Mrs. Co/!, But if am not even with her yooi; 
ladyship- 
Sir fr. I 'm glad you have so innocent a revenge it 
your liands; pursue your addresses to her j to nuks 
her coquetry a little ridiculous, will do her no hai» 
Well, how go affairs witliin ? How is my Lady Gea. 
.tie like to come off with his lordship at play ? 

Mro. Cg/i. Jusl as I expeftcd : I left her in the h« 
game of losing about double the sum she o\^-es hi» 
That fellow, the Count, is certainly his confederak! 
His going her halves, is only a pretence to look c^ 
and so, by private signs, to tell my lord every cardii 
her hand. 

Sir fr. Not unlikely. What 's to be done next? 

Mrs. Ccfi. Oiily, sir, do you engage the company i> 
the next room, while I t^ke my post. Hark! tky 
have done play — I heard the table move: away. 

Sir fr. Succjss to you lExii sevendl^ 
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>^»/«j^, disctyvers Lord George tf«/ Lady Gentle 
rising from play , . .-. .,' 

Lord G. Have we done, madam ? 

Lady Genu 1 liavc, my lord, and I think for ever 

^please to tell tliat. Intolerable fortune ! 

[I'brO'-ws do'vcn money. 
Lord G, The Coant gone! 
Lady Gtnt, Oh, ye^, my lord 1 he had not patience, 
»u see. — He ran away when the game was scarce up. 
Lord G, This bill is his then. 
Lady Gent. It was, but it^s yours now, I suppose. 
Lord 0. Here's forty pounds, madam. 
Lady Gent, There's a hundred and sixty. [Gives a 
tf.) What do I o^^ you now, my lord ? 
Lord G, Forty !-^a hundred and sixty ! — um— -Just 
le thoUs&&d pounds, madam. 
Xady Gent, Very well ! ■■ and a thousand pounds 
ore borrowed this morning ! and all foolM away ! 
— -fool'd !-*-*-foord away I [Fretting. 

Lord G: Oh! does it bite? [Aside, 

L^dyGeni, Oh, wretch! wretch! miserable, for- 
ken wretch!— Ay! do! think! think! and sigh 
pon the consequence of what thou'st done ! the ruin I 
lin !— the sure ruin that 's before thee ! 
Lord G._.SuppQSg, madam, you try your fortune at 
imie other game. 

L iij 
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Lady Gent. TaUt not cf play — ^for I hav 
• it forever. 

Lord G. I can't see you under this confusSoo all 

ilUfortune, madams without offering all witi 
power to make you esLSy. 

Lady Ceni, My lord, I can't be easy umicr ; 
g^tion, which I have no prospect of retuming. . 

<* Lord C. Come, comeljou-'xejiotao-pooiv^j 
*' Iiard fears would make you, Tiiere ar£._a tbo 
I*' trifles in your jiower to grant, that you would | 
j *' miss i yet a heart less soisibie of your i 
L '' mine, would pri:£e b&yond a tea- fold . 
[•f* losses- 

" Lady Gent, I'm poor in every thing bnt foil] 
" a just will to answer for its miscarriages. On 
** my lortt, you may depend ; I '11 strain my Qt 
** be just to you/' 

Lonl G, Alas ! yQ\i do not know the plenty i 
has endowed you with. There's not a tendefj 
that htnves that loyely bosom, but mi^ht, if 
j, soft C0mp;i3sion to a lover's pain,. release 
Indies, bad you lost 'em. " Can you supii 
** sordid av?.rice alone, Ins pushM my fortune 
<* htight? Was the poor lucre of a little pelf 
*' all tliis wild extravagance of h^^aal 1 li^vcna 
** Give me at least a view more generous, tbou£ 
•* succeJiful p and tblnk, tliat all I Vc done i 
** your greatest need, to prove myself your 
tadr 

Gint* My lord, ^ would now be aife£latia 
;f stand you» " B\it Vta crot^c^i^i^^ ^ 
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should think, that fortune ever could reduce me to 
stand the hearing oF a dishonourable thought from 
any^ -man % or if I could be won to folly, at least I 
would make a gift, and not ^bargain of my heai t :" 
lerefore if the worst must be, I '11 own"'the sum, and 
ir William shall pay it on demand. 
Lady Gent. [Astde,"] Shall he ? I know what will be- 
3me of your ladyship—** You may ilounce, and run 
away with my lin?, if you please j but you will find 
at the end of it a lovely bearded hook, that will 
sft^angely persuade you to come back again . ' " — A debt 
f two thousand poimds is not so easily slipt out of. 
Lady Gent, Now, my lord, if, after all 1 've said, you 
ave honour enough to do a iiaudsome thing, and not 
jt him know of it- 
Lord G. Oh ! do you feel it, madam ? {Aside. 
Lady Gent, 'T is but being a better housewife in pins j 
nd if a hundred pounds a quarter of that will satisfy 
ou, till the whole's paid, you may depend upon't : a 
ittle more prudence, and a winter or two in the coun- 
ry, will soon recover it, • 
, ** Xx>rd G, Press me not with so unkind a thought : 

* To drive you fronxtbfi town, ere you have scarce run 
' throughhalt. the. diversions of it, woidd be baija- 

* rous indeed. 

** Lady Ge?it. Would I had never seen it!'' 

* Lord G, Since I sec, madam, how much you dread 
m obligation to me, say, I could find the means to 
xee you of this debt, witliout my obliging you : my, 
without a possibility of your losing more •. 1 ^KVi^i!A 
•yen untlianjc'^ refeve.you. 
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^jLady Gent* Thrit's a proposal I can't comprehend; I 
my Iftrd. I 

Lord G, V\\ make it Tnore e-ngaging jreti fbr^«f 
but a promise you "^II weigh the oiFer in one moroclO I 
thought before you answer it 5 and in retumi bf dj 
my beait's last bleeding hopes, I swear, that even JIJ^ 1 
refusal tlien shall silence my oliensive love, and seal a | 
lips forever, 1 

t.2.djCent, I think, my lord, on that condittOHf H 
may hear y<m. I 

Lord G. Thus then I offer — I '11 tail I y to you cypflBI I 
jfilngle card ; which if your fortune wins, the turns yot I 
owe me then shall all be quit, and my offensive bopa I 
of love be dumb for ever : if I win, those stuns shil I 
ftill be paid you back, with this resenr^ that 1 hii* I 
then your silent leave to hope, J 

Lady Gent, My lord ■ I 

Lord G, I beg you do not answer yet— <ronfi<Jtfr I 
first, tliis offer shuts outs my very humblest hopeO^tl 
merit, is certain to recot^er all you^e lo«t, with H^\ 
chance, to rid you of, I fear, & hateful lot'er ; iLndl^| 
at worst, make it your avoidless fortune to eodoft ^^ I 

Lady Gent, A bold and artful bait, indeed \ [Adit- 1 

Lord G, I 've done j and leave you to the momtfflU I 
|>iuse you promised. I 

Lady Gent. [Aiide.'\ A certainty to quit the susBll I 
pwel A chance with it, to rid me of his assiiUHfiS I 
|OVe ! A blest deliverance indeed f But then the tot li I 

Ktoo, of being obliged to give him hope, mj 16-1 
conscious leavt t^\o\Cp-T!\iat tboiigbt imbitttiij 
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igain: His horrid, loathsome, and my disease less 
nidable than such a cure. Why do I hold it in a 
mentis thought ? Be bold and tell him so; for while 
anise, he hopes in spight of me — Hold— 
;x)rd G» Ay ? think a little better on't. [Aside, 
jaAy Gent, [Aside. "] To do it rashly,- may incense 
1 to my ruin : he has it in his power. He may de- 
nd my losings of my husband's honour! who, 
mgh 'twill make his fortune bleed to do^t, I 'm 
e will pay 'em. Two thousand pounds, with wliat 
re lately lost, might shock the measures of a larger 
oms, ..What fece must I appear with, then, whose 
mef ul conduit is the cause on' t ?— The consequence ^ 
that must, like an inward canker, feed upon our \ 
«re quiet! His former friendly confidence must ■ 
av a face of strangeness to me : his ease of thought, \ 

cheerful smiles, with all the thousand hoarded 
iasures of his indulgent love, are lost: then lost 
• ever! Insupportable dilemma! What will become 
me? 

Lord Cr; [Aside."] Ah! poor lady! it's a hard tug 
lecd 5 but by the grace of necessity, virtue may get 
erit . "^ "^ 

Lady C?^^ [Aside,] If some women had this ofter 
w, they'd make a trifle of the hazard ! Nay, even of 
sir losing it. 

Berd Q, [Aside.] Well said! take courage! 

here's nothing in it it 's a goo'd round sum — half 

ady money too think of tliat — Suppose I should 

uch the cards a little. 
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Lady C^^/. [i^jii/<r.] Hope I he hopes 4rtadr. 
Iliisotterj but then he oiltrs me the mcani tol 
(too! Say he should wm» he takes that iiaj^e bii:l| 
Lliis fortiinei not mj virt*! - -—am I loj 

^ose? Is'tiniiis f*tt, tlu it ever winf^ 

shali not i rather think, that Providence his 
tne to tiiii stress, onlf to act my foUies dreidMl 
view, and rcHches now, nt last, its hand to 
warn me on the precipice ? — ^It must — It if- 
tmng hope wiU have it so— Impossible so cri 

chance cin lose My f:mcy strengthens 

thought, my heart grow* bold, and biJs me yc 

Lord G* Shall I deal, madam ? —or 

Lsdy Ocnt, Quick, quickly then, and take mt\ 
T^ courage can support it, [He shuffles the CardiJi 
*^ Forgive tne, Virtue, if I this once depend I 
** to relieve thee," 

Lorcl G. Now, fortune for the bold — I * ve i 
•T is fix'd for one of us. 

Lady Gent. There. [She uts Mifcn ih^ 

Lord C?. The king! — 'tis mine* 

[lj>rd George tmllies^ and Latfy Gent] 
Lady Gtni, Disti'aftion I ^Madness— Madnc»l 
can relieve me now» 

Lord G. Soh I tny venture is arrived at lait- 
to unlade it. These bills, madam, now art 
again. [Lays them daion.'^ But why this hard, 
concern ? Be jurt at least, and don^t in these i 
V dro^m all the humble hopes tliat fortune 1 
fe^ me : or \i tiu;'^ \vvc&% ic:^ tude aad * 
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.their welcome^ chide them ]:>ut gently; tlieyare 
: 99 mfknt-T;^'isheS| one tender word will hush them 
» whispers, 

^ady Gent, Thus with low submission, oa my knees, 
sg for pity of myjortajiaJL. Oh*.. 55ve me 1 save me 
n your cruel power : pity the hard distresses of a 
'^^Ig^^I^hxJ'^i^i^hliY: ^s betrayed to ruin. — 
1 tbiuk notjjcanjsj;gr„6taia..ciy virtue, and pre- 
^niiiy senses 1 For while I think, my shrinking 
jrt will shudder at the horror : this trembling band 
1 wither in your touch, or end me in distra6lion. 
^Ott^'ve a humane soul — Oh, yet be g^reutly good, 
I save me from eternal ruin ! 

« JjofS'C. Thcs^Ji^Tdg-b^ir terrors Pray be 

icd 

* Lady Gent. Oh^ never! 

'*- Lord G. Which inexperience forms, would vanish 
j:i a moment's just or generous thought: and since 
he right of fortune has decreed me hope, your 
wrord, your faith, your honour stand engaged to 
>ay it." 

Enter a Stranger, bluntly, ivitb a Letter. 
UniMg, Lady. 
Udy Gefit. Ah ! 

l/H-d G» How now ! what 's the meaning of this ? 
Strang. I have sworn to deliver this into youi hands, 
mgh I should iind you at your prayers. 
Lady Gent. Who are you, sir? 
Strang, Nobody. 
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L:i6yCefit, lAsid^,] Hope! he hopes already, froi» 
hia olFer : but then he offers rae the means to kill i 
too! Say he should wjn» he takes that hope but fi'Oit 
his fortune, not my virtue ! Be«dc — am I so $it« t 
lose ? Is *t ill bis f*te, that he must ever win ? 
shall not I rather thiak, that Piovidcnce has broag 
me to tlui stress, only to set my follies dreadful in mf" 
viewj and reachea now, at last, its hand to save mA_ 
warn me on the precipice I — It mutt — it is^my i 
tering hope will have it so — Impossible so critical 

chance can lose My fancy strengthens on thft 

thought, my heart grow« bold, and bids me venture4 

X,ord G. Shall I deal, madam ?^ or 

Lady G^nt* Quick, quickly then, and take me while 

ttiy courage can support it. [He shufflei the Cardj^J-^—' 

/« Forgive me, Virtue, if I this once depend on forlnnt 

^41 to relieve thee," • 

LorE t7. Now, fortune for the bold— I 'vc dealt 
*T ii fix'd for one of us. 

Lady Gent, There. IShg sets upon tbt 

Lord G, The kingl — 'tis mine. 

[LQfd George tailiks, and Lady Gentle hsetl 
ly Gent* Dist^aftion! — Madness— Madness only 
can relieve me now. 

Lord C Sob I my venture is arrived at last — Ni 
to unlade it. These bills, madam, now arc 
again. [Layt them do'wnJ] But why this hard, unkini 
concern? Be just at least, and don*t in these relaxant 
tears, di^wn all the humble hopes that fortune ba$ be* 
^ueailied mc : or if tliey press too rude a; 
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for .tbelr welcome, chide tbem ]:)Ut gently ; they at 
9Qft M iD£uit-wiabeS| oat tender word will hush them 
uilD whispers* 

Lady Gent, Thus with low submission, on my knees, 
I b^ for pity of myjgrtajifiX Cth*. §;ive me 1 save me 
from your cruel power : pity the hard di;>ti'essc3 of a 
t^SB^^^KSteS^x.^^Jbom folly has betrayed to ruin. — 
OJi l tiuttkliot j^njsyigr-.filaiix - cay virtue, and pre- 
•er^ my senses) For while I think, my shrinking 
bort wiil shudder at the horror : this trembling hand 
will wither in your touch, or end me in distra6lion. 
Ifyou^ve a humane soul — Oh, yet be grcutly good, 
and saveliae from eternal ruin! 

«* iSSlj* Thesft_J>ug-bQ^ terrors Pray be 

raised 

" Lady Gent, Oh^ never! 

'* Lord G. Which inexperience forms, would vanish 
•' in^ moment's just or generous thought : and since 
" the right of fortune has decreed me hope, your 
«* word, your faith, your honour stand engaged to 
««payit." 

Enter a Stranger, bluntly, ivitb a Letter, 
Sinmg, Lady. 
l^yGeat. Ah! 

IxMrd G, How now ! what 's the meaning of this ? 
JStrang. I have sworn to deliver this into youi hands, 
though I should iind you at your prayers. 
Lady GeTtt, Who are you, sir ? 
Strang, Nobody. 
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Lady Gent. Whence come you ? 

Sirmig, From nobody Good-by. . [£jr&^ 

Lord G, Fire and furies! what a ridicuJou* intci?^ 
ruptjon is this? 

Lady Gent^ I 'm amaz*d. 

Lord G. What can it mean ? 

Lady Gent. Hal what's here! Bank bills of two 

thousand pounds I The very sums I have lost ! 

No advice I Not a line with them ! No matter whence 
they came I From no enemy, I 'm sure j better 
them any where, then here. 

Lord G, I fancy, madam, the next room wcr 
WTie 

Lady Gent, No, my h>rd — our accounts. -«ow i««d 
no privacy — ^there 's your two thousand pounds. 

Lord G. What mean you, madan\ ? 

"L^Ay^Geni. To be as you would have me, just, an 
pay my debts of honour t for those that you den 
against my honour, by the Imown laws of play are 
void : where honour cannot win, honour czn 
lose< And now, my lord, it is time to leave my foUfj 
and its danger — ^Fare you well. 

Lord G. Hold, madam, our short account is not 
made even yet: your tears, indeed, mi^bt fool me into 
pity, but this unfair defiance never can t since you 
would poorly falsify your word, you've nothing but 
your sex to ^ard you now ^ and all the favour 1 
you now can hope, is, that I'll give your viitue t\t 
its last excuse, and^force you to be just. 

Lady Cent, A\\\ ~" ^ 
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Enter Mrs. CONqpESTy tjinib ber Smjwd drenjun, 

Mrs. Con, Hold, sirl unhand the lady. 

Lord G. Death! again! {Dra^ws, 

Mrs. Con, My lord, thi» is no place to use our 
swords in ; this lady*s presence may sheath thtm here, 
without dishonour. You pardon, madam, for this 
riide intrusion, which your proteflion, and my own 
injured honour, have compelled me to. 

Lord G. Let me advise you, sir, to have more re- 
gard to this lady''s honour, than to suppose my being 
innocently here at cards, was upon the least ill thought 
against it. 

Mrs. Con, My lord, that 's answered, in owninrj I 
have over-heard every word you have said this liulf- 
hour. 

Lord G. The devil ! he loves Jier, sure ! You are 
to be found, sir 

Mi*s. Con, Oh ! my lord, I shall not part with you ; 
but I have first a message to you from my sister, which 
you must answer instantly : not but I know her pride 
contemns the baseness you have used her wiih j for 
which she'd think perhaps, your disappointment here 
an over-paid revenge : but there 's a jealous honour in 
our family, whose injuries are above the feeble spirit 
of a girl to punish, that lies on me to vindic;itc, and 
calls for warmer reparation Follow me. 

Lady Gent. Good sirl my lord, I beg for pity's 

lake^ compose this breach some milder way — It' blood 

should follow on your going hence, what must the 

M 
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world report of me ? My fame's undone for ever — Let 
Pie intreat yon, kif, be pacified, my lord will think of 
honourable nicans to right you sister— My lord, fos , 
mercy's sake* 

Lord G, Your pardon, mndara, honour must U ' 
free bcfoie it can repair : compulsion stains intu cow* 
ardice— Away, sir — I follow you, 

[Exeu/tt Lcrd George and Mn. Conqiiest, 

Xady Gent. Oh, miserable wretch \ to what a «iiri 
destru^lioa has thy folly brought thee I jm 

Enter Sir Fai e n d ly Mo r a l . 

Sir fr. Dear madam, what's the matter? I heard 
hij^h words within i no harm, I hope ? 

Lady Cmt. Murder, I i^^r^ if not prevented : my 
Lord George, and Sir John Conquest have quarrelled, 
and ate gone out tlas moment in their heat lo end it* 

Sir Vr. I low J 

LadyCf7//, I beg you, sir, go after tliem ; should 
th^re be mischief, the wodd will certainly report, from 
fabc appearances, that I am the cause. 

Sir Fr, Don't think so, madam, I '11 use my best 
endeavours to prevent it ! In tJie mean time, take 
beed your disorder dou't alarm the company wltkiii-^ 
Which way went they ? 

Lady Gent^ That door, «ir. {Emt Sir FriouUf.]-* 
Who 's til we ? 
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locked— [£xr> Servant.] How stridt a guard sliould^ 
virtue keep upon its innocence ! How dangerous, how^ 
faithless are its lawful pleasures, when habitual ! This,/' 
vice of play* that has, I fear, undone mc, appeared.'; 
at first a harmless, safe amusement j but stealing into 'j 
a habit, its greatest hazards gi-ew so familiar, thiit } 
even the face of ruin lost its terror to me. Oh, reflec- ■ 
tioii 1 how I shudder at thee ! the shameful memory of 
what I have done this night, will live with me for ever* 

Re-enter Servant. 

Ser*u. Madam, the garden-door was wide open. 

Lady Gent, Did you hear no noise, or bustle, in tht 
park? 

Serv, No, madam. [£;if// Servant. 

Lady Gent. They 're certsunly gone out that way, and 
8ir Friendly must miss of them — Oh, wretch ! wretch ! 
that stood'st the foremost in the rank of prudent, 
happy wives, art now become the branded mark of in- 
famy and shame. [Exit, 

• SCENE 111. 



Changes to the Park, Enter Lord George. 

Lord G, So, I think we 've lost the fellows that ob- 
served us ; and if my gentleman's stomach holds, now 
I 'm at leisure to entertain him. Death \ was ever 
glorious hope so inveterately disappointed ? To bring 
her to the last stake, to have her fast upon my hook» 
Mij 
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nay, In my hatid, and after all, to have her whip 
through my fingers like an eel, was the very impu- 
dence of fortune — ^What I not come yet'. He has not 
thought better on't,! hope — It's a lovely clear moon ♦— 
1 wish it does not shine through somebody presently, 

Muter four Fellows at a distance, 

t$t FeL Stand close, softly, and vvchave him 
?y your leave, sir. C^^CX '^'Jt^ ^*^* 

Lord G. Sot here's like to be no sport to-niglit, 
then. — ^r ^n taken care of, I sci Nay, pray gen- 
tlemen, you need not be so boisterous^ — I am sensible 
we are prevented. 

zd Fel, Damn your sense, sir. [TV/// up hu beeh, 

tst FiL Blood, sir, make the least noise, I '11 stick 
you to the gioundi 

Lord C I beg your paid on, gentlemen, I find I 
am mistaken I I thought you had only come to pre- 
serve my person, bat I find 't is my purse you have a 
passion for — Y^u 're in ihe wrong packet, upon my 
faith, sir, 

ist Fel, Pull off his clothes, make sure work \ tliat 
the shortest way. 

Lord G, Wirh submission, sir, there *s a shorter- 
and if you pull olYmy skin you won't find anotlier si» 
peace in the inside on^'t^ 

2^ FeL What 's this ? 

Lo;d G. Only a tabje-book j you don't deal 'm pA< 
peri I presume ? 

ijt fd, Kot yoar paper, sir, we'll trust no man 
Money Jovvn's our business, 
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£>rffrMr8. CoNquEST. 

Mrs. Owr. How now, gentlemen, what are you do- 
ing here ? ^ 

Lord G, Only borrowing a little money, sir ; the 
gentlemen will be gone presently. 

\st Tel, Hark you, you bastardly beau, get about 
your business— or, lay hold on him. Jack 

Mrs. Con, Me! Rascal— look you, dogs— re- 
lease that gentleman, quick— Give him his sword 
again this minute — or— \? resents a pistol. 

Lord G, And my money, I beseech you, sir. 

ist Tel, Blood I stand him. Jack. Five to one he 
do n't kill. The dog has a good coat on, and may have 
money in his pocket. 

id Tel, Drop your pistol, sir, or spill my blood, 
I '11 stick you. 

Mrs. Con, Do you brave me, villains — Have at you. 
[She presents and misses fire, 

1st Tel, Oh, oh 1 Mr. Bully, have we met with you ? 
■Come on, sir- there, sir, that will do, I be- 
lieve, l^-wo of them secure Lord George. 

** Zd Tel, What, is he down ? Strip him. 

[Tkcy pushy she falls, 

** id Tel, No, rot him, he 's not worth it let 's 

« brush ofF." lExit, 

Lord G, Barbarous dogs ! How is it, sir ? 

Mrs. Con, I am killed — I fear the wound '$ quite 
through me. 

Lord G. Mercy forbid ! Where is 't ? 
Miij 
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Mrs. Con, Oh ! don- 1 touch me— ^I beg you call fx)r 
help, or any one to witneStS-that joaylast words confess 
you guiltless of this accident. 

Lord G, This generous reproach has more than van- 
quished me 1 think I see a chair in the Mall*-: — 

Chair, chair! — they come Believe me, sir, I have 

so just a sense of your misfortune, and ypur honour; 
that my full heart now bleeds with shame to think 
how grossly I have wronged you in your sister's good- 
ness : but if you live, the future study '6rmy life shall 
be wfth utmost reparation to deserve your Irieildship. 

Enter Chairman. 

Chair. Here : who calls chair. 

Loi-d G, Here, friend, help up this gentleman, he's 
wounded by some foot.-pads, that just now set upon us 

— Softly Carry him to Sir William Gentle's in—. 

in 

Chair, I know it very well, sir. 

[Exeunt Chairmen ifjiih Mrs, Conquest. 

J-ord G, Make haste, while I run for a surgeon.— 
Death! how this misfortune shocks and alters me! 



SCEl^E IV. 

Changes to Lady Gentle's. Enter Miss Notable. 

Miss A^o/. So, my plot takf.s, I find the family 's in 
a terrible confusion : Sir John has certainly called him 
to an account for the letter I gave him. If tlic town 
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does not allow mc the j^putetipn of this qiianvl — I 
Jiavcyery har3 fortune. Lord ! what a mortilieu crca- 
ture will poor Mrs. Conquest be, when she liears in 
the lonesome country, th?.t her own broil-.cr has 
fought with her only lover, for his offers of hve to 
me? Dear soul ! what must it think, when such a niw 
unfit thing as I, gives such a great creature as i^he so 
unexp€£led a confusion P She can 't take it ill, sure, if 
one should sinile when one sees her next. 

fw/^r Mrs. Hartshorn, fr>;/«^. 

Mrs. Hart. Oh, dear madam I sad news. 

Miss ^^/. What's the matter? 

Mrs. Hart. My Lord George has killed Sir John 
Conquest. 

Miss Not. Oh, Heavens I Upon what account ! Art 
•Ure he "s killed ? Didst see him dead ? 

Mrs. Hart. No, madam, he 's alive yet. They Ve 
^t brought him in a hackney-chair; but they say the 
^Ound'? quite through his body. Oh 1 'tis a ghastly 

"ght! ; 

Miss Not. Malicious fortune ! Had it been t' otlier's 
^te. I could have borne it. To take from mo the only 
ie I ever really loyeil, is Insupportable. 

hJrsJ Hart. Won't your ladyship gj in and see hira 
ladam ? 

Miss Not. Pr'ythee leave me to my griefs alone. 

Mrs. Hart, Ah! poor gentleman! [£xit. 

Miss Not, Pretty creature ! I must see him but 

: shall be in an undress — it will be proper, at least, to 
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give my concern the advantage of as much disorder 
as T can. [Extt,^ 

SCENE r, 

Drcnvingt dueofVirs Mr». Conquest in an armtl' 
chair i 'with Lady Gentle, Lord Wronglovi, 
Lady Wronclove, fl«^ Servant* about hir, 
•* Mrs. Con. No surgeon yet > 
*' Lard fT, Here 's my Lord George, and I beliive 

** the surgeon with him." 

£/rfrr Lord George, Sir Friendly, ^m^ Surgeon* 

Lord G» Come, sir, pray be quick, there's you? 
patient. How is it, sir ? 

Mrs. Co;t. Oh I 

BlrFr, 'Twas not in my fortimc, madam, to pre- 
vent dijs accident. [Tb Laefy QznU 

Sur, By your leave, sir-^our coat must come ofi 
sijr- 

Mrs. Con. Hold — Hark you, sir— — 

lirbijpfrs the Surgeon. 

Sm\ I am surprized indeed — A woman t but do 0*t 
be uneasy, madam, I shall have all due regaid to your 
sex. 

Omna. A woman ! 

LordG. Hal 

Mrs. Cffft, To raise your wonder, ladles, eq 

our pity, know then, I am not what I seem, tile i 
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jured brother of Mrs. Conquest^ but she, herself, the 
leeble champion of my owp^despair. 
''XoirdC. i)istra6tion. 

XaAy Gent, Oh, my fatal folly I what ruin art thou 
now the cause of. 

Lady^. Poor unhappy creature ! 

Lord W, What have you done, my lord ? 

Lord G. Oh, blind, besotted sense ! Not by a thou- 
sand poiiitiiig ciicumstanccs to fore-know this sccrci, 
and prevent its consequence ! How shall I look on her ? 
«r. No hopes iiidced, sir. 

Sir fr. Take heed — Art sure 'tis mortal ? 

Sur, Sir, 'tis impossible she can live three hours. — 
The best way will be to convey the lady to bed, and 
let her take a large dose of opium : all the hvlp I ciui 
give her, is the hopes of her going off in Uer sleep. 
• Lady Gent, Oh, piteous creature ( 

Lord W, A heart so generous, indeed, dcs2r\'ed a 
kinder f ate. 

Lord G, [Threnvrng himself at Mrs. Conquest'sy>f.'.] 
Obi^-S^fiQj. i^iured goodness 1 pardon the ungi-atc- 
fMifp.U?P1.9f. a thoughtless vvretcli, tLiat burns to be 
forgive^ CoijLld. I hayc e'er supposed > our generous 
soul had set at half this fatal price my tcnderest vows, 
how gladly lavish had I paid them to deserve such 

virtue I 

_j . .." . ■ ..I 

Mrs. Cou. My death, my lord, is not half so terri- 
ble, as the wide wound this rash attempt must give 
toy bleeding reputation. 

Lord G, To cure tUa: virgin ftar, this m:)ment I 
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conjure you, then, before your latest breath fbrsakct 
you> leE: the pronouncing priest, in sacred union < 
oor hands, unite our honour too, and in this fuil jt-l 
dufVion of my vanquished hearti silence all eii?ibufl 
questions on your fame for ever. 

Mrs* ^fl/f. 'T would be, I own, an ease In death, to 
give mc the excuse of dying honourably yours. 

Lord G. My lord, your chapLin's near, I beg he 
may be sent for. 

Lord /r. This minute 

Lady 0^. An honourable, though unfortOMte 
amends. 

Mrs. Con, We have seen happier hours, tuy loni 
but little thought our many cheerful evenings would 
have so dark a night to end 'em. 

Lady Cent, Mournfnl, indeed! 

Lord G. How gladly would I pay down future life 
to purchase back one past, one fatal hour! 

Mrs* Con» Is 't possible ! 

Lord G, What 1 

Mrs. Con. The world should judge, my lord, id 
widely of your heart, that only what was grosly scnsi 

could affed: it: Now, sir, [To Sir Friendly i 

what think you > With all this headstrong wildncss 
a youthful beat, one momenrs thought, you sec, pj 
duces love, compassion, tenderness, and honour. 
And now, my lord, to let you see *twas not my int^^^ 
rest, but innocent revenge, that m:ide ms thus tuf^| 
champion to my sex's honour ; since by this just ex- 
-*^iti^ the weakness of your inconstancy, I have 
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iccd you fairly to confess the power of honourable 
i^T fRusrelease you of the chain : for, know, I am 
wcjl in heaitk ai ever* [^ffalksfrom the cheir* 

Lord C. Ha I "^"^ "*^ [Jyfully surfrised, 

Mrs. Con, And if the darling pleasures of abandon* 
, liberty have yet a more prevailing charui, j ou now 
.a inarc free j return, and revel in the transport. 
Lord G^ Js there a transport under heaven like thi«f 
Lady Gm. Oh, bless'd Oliver ance! 
Lord H^, Surprising change I 
Lady U'"- No wound, nor danger, then, at laat ? 
Airs. Con. All, all, in every circumstance, I*vedonc *\ 
LIS night, my wound, the robbery, the surgeon^ 
lere 'gjmc caa.wiJto£s^) all was equally dissembled aa^ 
y person. 

L grd^> Is 't posciblc ? 
Lord_/^\ TFe most consummate bite, my lord, 
lat ever happened in all tlie circumstances of btirnati 

lord G. Oh, for a strain of thought, to out, do ihit 
jjteful virtue! 

Lord if^* Why, faith, my lord, 't was smartly hand* 
>me not to clieat you into mtLrriage, when 'twa$ so. 
"ovokingly in her power, 

Mrs. Ccn, If you think it worth your revenge, my 

ord- Conac, for once I '11 give your vanity lea^e 

> humble my pride, and laugh in your turn at the 
Dtabie stir I have made about you. 

Lord G. Since you provoke me then, prepare to 
: and tremble at my rcvcnge^^I v?iU not only 
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Aaf, 



many thee tins instJiiitj buf the next sj>itefixl moment J 

'llSoIentiy bed thee too, and inake such ravenous ha^ m 

voc of thy beauties, that thou shalt call m vain fori 

mercy of my power ^Ho ! within there 1 Call t]»l 

chaplain. M 

^Irs. Con^ Hold, my lord ! V 

Lord G, Nay, no resistance — Bjr the transportiiM 
fuiy thou hast raised, I '11 do 't. ■ 

Mrs» Con, Tl\i5 is downright violence My Lord 

Wronglove l^^truggUngt^m 

Lotd U\ Don't be concerned, madam; he ntvM 
does any bai*m in these fits. m 

Mrs. Con. Have you no shame? ^ 

Lord C?. By earth, acas, air, and by the glorioqi 
impudence of substantial darkness, I air. SxM. 

Mrs. Ccu, Will no one help me ? — Sir Friendlyt— 

Sir f^, Not I, in troth, madam j I think his rerarf 
js a very honest one. 9 

Lord G. Confess me viftor, or cxpe6l no maxy.^B 
Not all the adamantine rocks of virgin coyness, notify 
your trembling, sighs, prayers, threats, promiscS|Or 
tcarsi »liaU save you. Oh, transport of devounnJ 
joy ! {Closely tmbradftg bmt 

Mrs. Co/i, Oh, quarter, quarter ! Oh, spare m^ 

periwig ! 

Lord /r* Viftonai vifloria I The town '« our own' 

Sir fr. Fairly won, indeed, my lord ! 
■ t Lord C, Sv-ord in hand, by Jupiter. And now, 
Bhft4.bm, I put mj'scif into garnsoti for life. 
^^ ffs. Ccfi, Wtll, people may say what they \vill^ 
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but upon some occasions* an agreeable impudence 
saves one a world of impertinent confusion, lAjUr, 
Lord G, And now, madamt to let you see you have 
as much subdued my follies as my heart — First, let me 
humbly ask pardon for offences^— -Here, [To Lady 
Gentle.] tliese siims, madam, 1 now must own, to 
serve my shameful ends, were all unfairly won of you j 
which, since I never meant to keep,J thus restore, 
and with 'em ^ivc a friendly warning of your too mix- 
■da company in play. 

BXady Gent. My lord, I thank you ; and shall hence- 
forth study to deserve tiie providence that saved me— 
If I mistake not too, I have some bills that call for res- 
titution. Here, [Ta Mrs* Con*] no one could, I 'm 
ySure, be more concerned to send them. Friendships 
concealed are double obligations. 
Mrs. Ccff, I sent them to relieve you, madam j but 

ttce your danger has no farther need of them 

iTakfs the bilii. 

Sir Fr. Now, child, I claim your promise^ Here 

D?9 another of your small accounts that is not made 
^yet. 
frs. Con* Fear not, Sir j VVi pay it to a scruple* 

• 
£nter Miss Notable ixjeeping^ in & night dress* 

Miss Not. Oh K where *s this moomful sight ? 
Your pardon, ladies, if ray intruding tears confess the 
Weakness of a harmless passion that now 'twould be 
langrateful to conceal. Had I not loved too w^dl, this 
^tal accident had never been. 
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Mrs. Cm. Well, don^t be concerned, dearnudarojl 
for the worst part of the accident is, that I am found, 
at last, it seems, to be no more fit for a wife, than, ai 
I told you, you were for a husband. 

Miss Not, Ha t [In cmfm 
Mri. Con, Not but I had some thoughts of man]!^! 
ing ycm too ! but then I fancied you 'd soon be un- 
easy under the cold comforts of petticoats So— 1 

4loa*t know — the good company has even persuaded 
me to pull off ray breeches, and marry Lord George. 

Mi&sNot. Married! — Base man! is this the proof 
-of your indifference to Mrs. Conquest ? 

{Aside to Lord George, 
Lord G, *Tjs not a proof yet indeed. But I be- 
lieve I shall many her to-night j and then you know, _ 
my life, I am in a fair way to it. I 

Miss l^ot. Jcer'd by him tool I '11 lock myself up in 

some dark room, and never see the world again. {Exit. 

Lady IF. {To LordW.] Was she that creature then, 

little wicked cause of my disquiet ? ^How lidi^ 

bus have you made my jealousy I — Farewell 
folly and tlie pain. 
Lord /r. Farewell the cause of it for ever. 
Lady Gent, [To Sir Fr.] The Count, you 
accomplice ! liow I tremble ! But I have don 
it for ever. Such ruinous hazards need no 
warning. 

Lord G. I fancy, nunclc, I begin to make a vtTf 

ridiculous figure here, and have given myself tjje airc»^ 

*e loosene:^ than I have been .ible to come up to* 
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Mrs. CSmu I*m afraid that's giving yourself the air 
F more "nrtue than you *11 be able to come up to— 
-Bat, bowever, since I can't help it, I had as good 
ustyou. 

Lofxl G. And when I wrong that trust, may you 
cedTeme. 

tir fty^iSA now, a lasting happiness to all. 

/ ^Cgg^g^^ard t§ the omHence, 

I Lit those that here, as in a mirror , see 
\^rb9se follies f and the dangers they have run^ 
M^beapfy tuanCdy and think these ^scapes their o^tvn, 

■■-■ [Exeunt. 



THE END. 
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RMiT iwtf to assure your Grave of the deep tense 
'41 in of J on r^^reat goodness and condescension in 
protection s^/uchyou have been pletued to extend 
\y first effort in the Drama, 

^ere I to listen to those suggeitttmM that naturally 
f in ike mind of a %9riter, on the first dawnings 
tccesf, the faiHfltrabie reception which this Tra 
r has met withfrom^ the pub lie, would lead me la 
fthai it might not bejound whoHj unworthj of 
r(rrace''s patronage i butxvhen I refect how manjr 
^instances contrihute to pletue on the sta^e, where 
y thought or expression is ciifotced with the graces 
Hionand uttcrancefl cannot but he anxious lest the 
ier should withhold that approbation in the closet 
'Jk the Spepiator testified in the representation^ J 
« with (he utmost deference I submit the follow 
tenes to jour Grace's perusal , and am^ 

Madam, 
0^ith the greatest respect, 

I'our Grace's most obliged, most obedient, 

and most devoted serif ant^ 

JOHN HQOLE. 

ttrt'i tnjif I»ec< i4.t76S* 
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iSEIf to the stagey before this dread arrajt 

Prepared io offer here bis *vh-gm //try, 

Onr tinCrous author^ diffident ofpraijet 

Craft J his frit laurcis on another's bays \ 

Takes from anothefs breast the gen'rouj fa'e. 

And fits to English strains a foreign lyre. 

Aspires to please by unsuspeded means ^ 

Importing passion from Italian scenes ; 

If here heroes combat to soft music's note\ 

And tyrants ivarhle thro* an eunuch's throat : 

To symphofjy despairing louvers Agh ; 

And struggling traitors by the gamut die! 

Yet here a Having bard, nvhose fame out- runs 

The foremost rfthe tuneful drama^s sons. 

Can e<v^n tn song his magic former dispense. 

At once uniting harming and sense ^ 

from him our poet no^ essays to ivrittf 

And plans from him the story of to-night j 

A ivetLknO'Wn taje—ivho bos not heard the name 

0/CyniB, and the rising Median fume I' 

Bach puling schoolboy cam ducuss the theme j 

The suffering grandson, and the monarch's dream* 

[^ • should his genius catch the inspiring thought. 
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Or ivbere the mastir*s hand but sketched the liru^ 
With bapfy ivarmtbfill up the bsld design 5 
*rben iv'ry figure 'wiibfuU force imprest^ 
May wake the feelings tftb" impassunCd breast ; 

Wlale eacb bright eye^ amidst this circle, pays 

The tribute of in*uqUmtary praise. 
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iresJ ; a staieiy Pa*viiim ere^ed for Astyages |1 
fiiiJO of a Temple at a dutcnce^ Enter M a N t> a n E^ | 

Bid ASPASIA. 



Mandane. 
HOLD the limits of the Median land, 
ild see the temple where Astyagcs 
^rns each year to shed a viiflim's bloody 
I ^eat Astarte's altar — Oh ! Aspasial 
da is the place, the day, nam'd by my father 
\ bless me with tlic teiiderest interview \ 
are shall I meet again my long-lost C)tus t 
Iw not found, was he not snatched from deatli» 
ir*d by some God to fill these eager arms I 
nd is not this the happy destined grove, 
icre once again I shall embrace my child ? 

'T is tr-ue — but vrhat can all this passion mean ? 
^and. What can it mean I^^whcre is my Cyrus hid ? 
t docs he ?^whcrcfore comes he not ? 
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Asp, Alas t 
Time, wjngM ^vitli swiftest pinions, lags bcliind 
The ai'^ent i?(ishes of a motlier's love. 
Thou know'st the hour of sacrifice is iixM 
For his reception j that we must not pay 
Oar vows to night's pale queen, till yonder sun 
Declines to cv'ning skies, and now his beams 
But just begin to dawn o'er csitern hills. 

ManJ, AL^s 1 Aspasia — still 1 fear ■ ■ 

Asp. And wherefore p 
When now Aatyages no longer seeks 
His dcathj but wishes to behold his Cynis, 
To give him back, a parent's kind protection. 
And shew, in him, oiir Media's future king? 

ManJ. Yet if tiie visions of the night may claim 
Belief a dreadful dreajn 

Aip, And shall Matidanc 
Be movM with shadows 1 sure you sIiotj Id detest 
Such vis ion ar}^ tears j from these you first 
May date your sorrows : well you know, your fathttj 
On the vain credit of si dream, condemned 
Your Cyrus to be slain j nor this siirfi^'d ^ 
But that the nuptial bed no more uiiglit prove 
Fruitfid to tJiec in children, and to l\^m 
Give endless cause? of terror, far from hence 
To banishment he sent your lord, your husband. 
Your dear Cambyse^, where, in Persia's realm 
y-t lives, an alien to his consort's arrai. 

Mind. And yet *t is not adreaui that twice ten yean 

ave seen tht chet^rfiil harvest crown uwv fields> 



J3 2* CYRUS. 9 

Since at lut birth my child was ravished from me. 
On thit blett day I hope once more to see him; 
And thinkty Aspasia^ now to find me calm ? 

Atp* You lost your Cyrus when your age had scarce 
Bdield the round of thirteen annual suns ^ 
And can yon still so deeply feel the grief 
Imprest in lifers first bloom? 

Mtmd, Alas! Aspasia, 
Thou know^st not what it is to be a mother. 

Asp. Yet ]rour Aspasia too has known her sorrows : 
If you lament a husband and a son, 
I mourn a brother's loss, who fell beneath 
Hk vengeful anger of Astyages. 
Mand. There, there, my bosom shared thy father's 
sufferings, 
And oft I Ve wept in secret his misfortunes. 
Unhappy man I a fatal recompense 
My father gave thee for his grandson sav'd ! 
What hast thou suffered for thy love to Cyrus, 
Thy loyal truth l*— But see, the good man comes; 
He comes, perchance, with tidings of my son ■ 

O, haste, my Harpagus, where is he ? 

Enter Harpagus. 

Harp. Princess, 
Your son is now arrivM. 

Mand. Arriv'd! — ah! where? 

Harp. He must not, till Astyages appears, 
Prssume to pass the borders of the kingdom t 
*Tis so decreed. 
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Mand. Then let ns seek, him out 
Where now imp:itient, with long exil'd feet, 
He comes to tread his native wish'd-for soU> 
And case a mother'5 pains, {poini^ 

Harp. It must not be. 
Mandaiic, stay— your father will be present, 
A witness to your meeting. 

Maad. Wherefore then 

This lon^ delay ? O, did Astyagcs 

Feel half Mandanc feels, these arms had now 
Embraced iny dearest Cyrus ! what dttaini 
My father thus ? 

Harp. 'Ere now lie ^$, on his way 5 
But the long pomp that waits on Media's kingf. 
Forbids his swift approach. 

Mand, And must Mandane 
Attend the dull and tedious forms of state f 
Aspasia, if thou lov'st me, instant go, 
And seek the blooming youth.— Yet stay, and hearmcj 
Observe bis air, his voice, his ev'ry look j 
Mark if his features bear his mother's likencw. 
Or his lov*d tathcr^s — But, alas 1 I rave ; 
Thou never knew*st his hapless banlshM father I 
Relate my sufterings, and enquire of Ms i 
Ask what kind hand supply 'd a mother'' s care ; 
How when, Mandrme, torn with heart-felt anguish, 
Decnfd him a prey to savage rage, the woods 
Preserved him in their hospitable shades. 
Tell him— O, heaven ! I know not what— but tell him 
More than a mother's fondness can expresip 
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Mot what I speaky but all I wish to utter. 

D fly i and with the rapid speed of thought, 

Retom to my impatience^ lExit Aspasia. 

Harf. Should this day. 
That gives once more your son to your embrace. 
Restore Cambyses to yo u 

MMul. Would to heaven 
I might indulge that hope — All gracious powers I 
What torture in his exile must he feel. 
To hear his son yet lives $ to know this day 
Restores my Cyrus to his native land } 
Yet be deny^d to gaz6 with transport on him. 
Or dasp him in a father^s sheltering arms I 

&af. Hear, and be silent $ — happier fortune now 
hepares to crown each wish your soul can form : 
Cunbyses is at hand. 

MmJ. Cambyses? where? 
Ohl tell me, Ilarpagus. 

Harp, I dare not further 
fixplain it now — let this sufHce. 

Mand. Alas ! 
I fear thou dost deceive me. 

Hoff. No, Mandane, 
Trust to my faith — ^This'day you sliall behold him. 

Mand. Ye powers! what deluge of unhop'd-for bliss 
Kow bursts upon me ! O, my son I my husband I 
llappy Mandane — Harpagus, my friend. 
Teach me to bear this wild excess of joy. 

Harf. Be calm, compose your looks j let not the king 
Ferceive this confli^ of tumultuous passions. 
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Miib. Not so — be patjent- 



My consort then (mark well tlte providence 
That watch' d tliy preservation) had brought forth 
A lifeless child j tliy harmless innocence 
Excited pity j on thy tender cheek 
Stood the big tear, as if thy heart ah^eady 
Were conscious of misfortune, while thy hands 
Were stretch 'dj as if to implore proteflion from us. 
My Barce wept, and with a mother's fondness, 
Cbsp'd ia her arms, she strained thee to her bosoiDj 
Xtill'd thee to rest, and hushed thy little sorrows. 

Cyrus. Forgive me, sir, if gratitude awhile 
Breaks in upon your tale, and fills my eyes 
In dear remembrance of your Barce^s virtues ; 
She, whose indulgence watched ray helpless years. 
Mitb^ Thou wert, indeed, the darling of her age- 
As my own son I bred thee in these shades. 
And call'd thy name AIca;us j in thy stead. 
Exposing in the wood the lifeless irifant. 
Cjruf. What of Astyages ? 
Mitb. When he belie v'd 
His dire command completed, nature's voice 
At length awake n'd in his breast remorse* 
Full fifteen years did Harpagus remain 
Without disclosing aught j then seemM the tale 
Ripe for discovery : yet he first would prove 
The current's depth before he Iclc the shore. 
Five years have now elapsed, since through the realm 
The tidings spread, that Cyrus being found 
An infant in the fores > was preserved 
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And livM among the Scythians : such report 
Perhaps the impostor raisM, or from the rumour 
Perhaps he sprung i but be it as it may. 
Some bold adventurer, lur*d with hopes of greatness. 
Usurp M thy name* 

Cjrtu, Is this the Cyrus then 
Who comes— ^ ■ 

Miit, The same— btit mark me — ^Harpagui 
Procured the fiftion credit with the king i 
For thus he reasoned — should Astyages 
With joy receive the newa, I safely may 
Keveal the kingdom's heir : or siioald his fc^krs 
Once more return, and prompt some new design 
Against the prince, the baffled aim will light 
Upon the imposftor's head. 

Cjrus, But since the king 
Confesses now such tenderness for Cyrus j 
At length recalls him from a life of exilcj 
To cki5p him to his bosom, wakens all 
The soft endeaiinents in a mother's soul, 
And every tender passion in a son j 
Wherefore should unavailing caution still 
Withhold the secret from him r 

Mitb, Harpagus 
Relies not fiimly on tlie royal goodness : 
For when he own'di that with compassion mov'd> 
He had not slain the infant but exposed him 
Amidst the woods, As t}' ages to punish 
Jlis disobedience dogm'd to cruel death 
^His only son \ and though the king now seems 

■ 3 if 
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To mourn hit grandson's fate, and wear the serabk 
Of deep remorse, yet sure but ill agrees 
Such love for tlicc, with such resentment siiewn_ 
Against thy k'md preserver. 

Cjruj. Tell me then. 
Why at this solemn pomp of sacrifice, 
Are nil our country's nobles here conven'd. 
But to receive the lawful successor? 
And shall not C)tus, conscious of his birth,, 
Stiip from a bold impostor his false titles. 
And stand rcveard to all ? Oh I sir, by you, 
Ev'n 'midst these rude uncultivated wilds^ 
My soul has long been trained to virtuous diu^ingi 
And sliall I now ignobly lurk conceal'd ? 
What can the subje^: hope from such a prince l 
That king will never guard iiis people's rights, ^ 
Who wants the courage to assert his own. 

Mitb, O, greatly urgM— yet tliink not, my lof*iI 
prince^ 
Mithranes less regards thy fame, thin safety, 
Suppress a few short hours this generous ardour f 
Soon as yon sun shall reach the western waves, 
Thou shak be shewn to all j thou shalt embrace 
Thy paj ents yet unknown j th' assembled nobles 
Shall own thy cause, and cv'n Astyages 
Receive in thee the kingdom^s better hope. 

Cyrus. What say'st thou ? shall I then with filial 
transport 
Embrace his honoured knees, whom fate deny*d 
To guard my youth with his paternal care > 
Hang on a mother'' s cucYvn^ ^iraa, \V\alT\£vcr 
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this bl$$t fnoment clasp'd a baiusli'd son. 
And neirer reared bis infant years will i- fondness ? 
Mith^ Thon shalt, my prince ; Cambyscs will ere 

Lloag 
vci already is Mandane bere. 

Cjruj. Mandanet — let me fly to ease her breast 
Of every racking doubt, and dry the tears 
Of an afflifted paient, [O^iftgi 

Mith. Hear me still 

Cambyscs and Mandanc botb suppose 

The impostor is their son ^ and much it now 

Imports they should be still deceived, till time 

Matures our cnterprize ; for should M lindane 

Z^arn that in tliee she livc:s ^^ 

^Cjruj^ Fear not, Mithranes j 

■lis day the mighty secret shall remain 

Locked in my breast j I never will reve?.I it 

Till thou pennit'st me let me but behold her 

Farewell-- Dost thou still doubt my faith- •*! call 
On every god to witness to my vows, [Gmng, 

Mitb, Oh,— no, forbear— when wilt thou Icain to 
curb 
These eager sallies of unbridled passion ? 
This is the awful day that teems with thine 
And Media's fate \ Thou know'&t tliat ev^iy deed 
Must first begin with heaven — go, seek the temple. 
Devoutly there implore the gracious gods 
To smile propitious on our hopes, and learn 
Henceforth to moderate — what have I SLkid f 
s forgive this licence of my tongue, 
B iij 
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So long accustomed to a father'^ language) 
I now must change my speech — I am no more 
The rigid parent that reproves his son ; 
I am a subje<^, that with faithful counsel* 
Would aid his sovereign. 

Cjrui. Thou art still ray father. 

My dearest fatiicr 1 confess my warm 

Ungovem^d temper \ but I will suppress 
These starts of youth, and learn to dread the path 
Thy wisdom points ; too deariy should I buy 
The throne, if I no more must call th<^ father, 

Mtih, Yes, royal youth, thou shalt be sttUmysooi 
Son of my fondest hopes j — for thee I *vc watch *d 
The tedious rounds of twenty circling years 
Each turn of fate, in this sequester'd dwelling, 
Far distant from the busy hauntt of men. 
Where, but on this returning annua] pomp 
Of sacrifice, the print of human feet 
Scarce marks the unworn turf* 

Cyrus, Once more farewell. 
Yes, I will seek yon h allow M roof to raise 
Devotion's voice, and supplicate the gods 
To breathe a hero's spirit in this breast ; 
That when die ripening hours shall bring to light 
The wish'd events of this auspicious day, 
My soul, enlai'gM to tlioughts of conscious grcatncili 
May hail with virtuous pride its birth to glory. [E:^t. 

Mhb, Ali gracious Heaven, with thy prote^Ving am 
Defend my prince I Let me in one glad moment 
Reap the full harvest of my pious toilsi 
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knd old Mithranes then has livM enough—^— 
iut see where Harpagus appears. 

Enter Harpagus. 

Mhb, My friend, 
(Hiere is Astyages ? . 
Harf. BtttnowanivM: 
left him in his tent in gloomy silence* 
J if revolving in hb mind the end 
f this day^s sacrifice. He sends me hither 
b leant if Cyrus yet approach the borders, 
ad what the train he brings. 
Mitb, Believ'st thou then 
e means, indeed, to answer Media's hopes, 
nd give the realm a successor in Cyrus ? 
Harp, Trust me, Mithranes, never. — If sometimes 
e feigns a momentary joy, or speaks 
Tith seeming fondness of the approach of Cyrus, 
rethinks through all the dark disguise appears 
)me cruel purpose brooding in his soul. 
Mitb. Thanks to the power that thus provides a 

victim 
o frustrate ev'ry ill that thence might threaten 
he safety of the prince t this bold impostor, 
''ho wears his name, shall with his name inherit 
ich evil that's design'd him. 
Harp, Nor does Media 

vc less her thanks to heaven, that gave Mithranes 
3 rear her piince to every future greatness, 
^rtue's safest school, an humble station. 
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Far from the splendid vices of a court, J 

Where golden luxury, and silken sloth, ^^M 

Enervate our unhappy sons* -But s*y, ^^^ 

Hast thou to Cyrus yet reveal'd his birth? 1 

Mitb, I have. I 

Harp, And hovi? did he receive the tidings? m 
Mifb, Ama7.\i at first he heard the important truth j 
But when convinced— O, had you then beheld 
His generous ardour j — scarce could I fircvcnt 
His filial love from seeking out Maiidane, J^^H 

And throwing at her feet a darling son^ .^^H 

Harp, Of that we must beware.— The weighty scatiSi 
Of his concealment must not be entrusted J 

To a fond mother's transports: not Cambyscs I 

Knows yet this mystery of fate. I 

Mkh, 'Tis strange Cartibyses comes not yet. J 
Harp. Doubt not, \lithranes, ^^^H 

Carabyses will be present 'ere the liour ^^H 

FixM for the siicriticej perhaps ev*n now ^^H 

He ttirks disguised upon the neighbouring confinl^^ 
He must be wary ^ well thou know'st what danger 
Awaits him, should Astyages discover 
■ His mandate disobeyM— but let us part. 
We must not thus be found ; the king may soon 
Be here; where'er he goes, paie visag'd fear. 
And black suspicion^ on his steps attend. 

[Exeunt senferffflf* 
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ACT 11. SCENE I. 



ContifiueM. Enter Mithranes. 

Ctrvs not yet rctum'd! still, still my breast 
Owns ail the fears and fondness of a fatlier — 
Bat hark I this way I iiear the sound of feet — 
Some stranger by his dress — O, mighty gcds! 
What do I sett— sure I should know tliat face ! 

EnUr Cambyses disguised. 

Cam. If in this land you venerate the powers 
tf hospitality, direfb me, friend, 
?o where the annual sacrifice is held : 
Gcniie a rotary fh>m distant climes, 
To pay my offering at Astarte's shrine, 
L&d view the sacred pomp. 

Mith. Myself will thither 
^ondud your steps — it must, it must be he. [Aside, 

Cam. The gods, prote^ors of your Median race, 
lepay the courteous deed — but tell me faithcr j 
low may a friendless stranger gain access 
Po princely Harpagus ? 

Ifi^. -The king now holds him 
)n business of the state : this day the people 
Sxpeft to find the kingdom's heir restored ; 
f haply thou hast beard the name of Cyrus. 

Cetm. Fame has thro' many aland divulg'd your story : 
! knew Cambyses 5 both in Persia born, 
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One city bred uss I remember well| 
A private warrior, when he sought the court 
Of Media's kingi till by liis merit raisM 
He gainM Mandanc's hand j but dearly since 
He piiid the price of love with years of exile. 
Mitb. Shall I yet speak [AsUe^ — Since thou indeed 
hast known [Te Cambyse^. 

Unfortunate Cambysea — but behold 
Astyages is near — avoid bis presence : 
Thy garb would breed suspicion in the king. 
And danger to tliyself—in tjiat close covert 
A while remain concealed, [Cambyses rttim. 

Enter Astyages. 

^ity. Guards, keep tlic pass 
And suffer none toetiterhere. \^Spcn&s toMirz^ enttri^* 

Mith. [^AsideJ] What means 
Astyages ? has he beheld this stranger ? 
Or has some spy in evil hour for Cyrus, 
Reveal 'd the secret of his fate ? 

Asty, Mlthranesl 

Mitb, My sovereign Iiegc. 

A sty. Are we atone ? 

Mltb. Wc arc. 

Asty, Come near me, Mithrancs, tell luc, dost thai 
still 
Retain in mind remembrance of the good 
I did thee once ? 

Mhh. My mind retains it all. 
When first received into your royal court 
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I ow^d your bounty much ; and when I left 

The pomp of cities for the sylvan wild^ 

It was your hand that gave this wish'd retreat, 

Asty, Say, if my happiness, if all I sought 
Depending on thy zeal, might I not then 
"BsptSt to find thee grateful ? — answer me. 

Miib. What is there in my power that can avail 
The welfare of my sovereign ? 

Jftjt, Yesy my friend, 
Tboa can^st do much, can^st fumly fix the crown 
'Upon thy sovereign's brow — ^know, all I seek 
Ii in thy hand — yes, spite of oiu* decree, 
Cynu presei-v'd — 
. Mkh» What will my fate do with me 1 [Aside, 

Cam, Did not my ears receive the name of Cyrus ? 

[^Listening, 

Jjty, Thy colour facks ; thou dost perhaps divine 
What I would say. 

Mith, Thus postrate at your feet — {^Kneels* 

Asty, No, be not ten ify'd, but rise — the deed 
ts easier than thy fears have formM it — Cyrus 
Believes our summons, and already comes, 
Wkh some few Scythians, on the kingdom's borders. 
To wait the expefted meeting — well thou know'st. 
For years accustomM to this rustic dwelling, 
Eadi outlet of the wood, and may'st with ease 
En some close ambush so dispose of Cyrus, 
ITiat he may never wake m/ terrors n.ore. 

Cum. Inhuman murderer I [Asidt, 

Astj\ What say'st thcu, speak. 
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Mith, It shall be so, my king shall be obeyed, lAsideA 

Cam, Most impious traitor I [Asidi* j 

Jjfy, For the attempt thyself 
Alone will not suffice j thou must with care 
Seleft thy trusty partners of the deed* 

Mitk. Thei-e needs no other but ray son Alcaeust 
'Tvvej*e dangerous to confide to other handij 
An enterprise of such import — Alcaeu5, 
Skilled in the TVinding mazes of the wood, 
Tlirough which, at early duwn, he oft is wont 
To urge the savage chase, shall unsuspcded 
Reach with a distant shaft his life^ 

Asty, Enough 

*Tis well conceivM — go then, my best Milhrancs, 
Instruft thy son i tell him, As ty ages 
Experts from him the end of all his terrors j 
The deed once done I plant him next my heart, 
To grow to wealth and honours. 

Mitb, Heavenly powers ! lAiidt* 

Defend me still, and from suspicion'^a q-e 
Preserve yon stranger ! [Exit^ 

Asty, Now, methinks, my mind 
Is eas'd of ev'ry fear — Let Cyrus die, 
And with him die the many doubts that shake 
The bosom of Astyages. 

£«/^ Ombyses. 
Cam, Revoke 
The dieadful mandate which thy lips pronounciii 
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Or b^th* eternal godsy the great avengers 
Of gaUtless blood—: 

Ast^, Hal traitor 1 what art thouy 
r^ lurking thus unseen — death be thy portion. 

Cam. Nay then— — IDra^jus, 

Astjf. Off, peasant I — dar'st thou lift thy hand 
kgaunst the sun's vicegerent 1— . 

Enter Mirza and Guards. 

Mirzaj Seize the ruffian, 
Lnd instant drag him hence. 

[Cambyses // disarmed, and at a signal from 
Astyages the Guards retire. 

Asty. Audacious villain 1 
know^st thou what punishment awaits thy crime ? 
Uready torture shakes his scorpions o'er thee> 
Ind anguish claims thee as her destined prey : 
Confess what motives urgM thy desperate deed. 

Cam. Whate'er my motives, know, the soul that dares 
Attempt a tyrant's life, has fortitude 
To brave whate'er a tyrant can infiidb. 

Asty. Presumptuous slave 1 

Cam. J/x>k here, Astyages, 
i^iew well this face ; do not these features wake 
rhy recolle^ion ? Twice ten yeais of suff 'ranee 
Have wrought some change, yet sure here still reinuius 
rhc trace of what I have been. 

Astjf. Ha! whate'er 
Thou art, rightly my better genius warned me, 
C 
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Cm. Tynm, ]resi 

H^ n^ for noiigbt tiijr comdence takes the alarm ; 
Ff«r be tlLit*5 tnjor^d ever is the bane 
Of liini tiiat iB|ii?n j let thb meeting then 
House each awak^juiig terror in thy soul, 
Ta*scc die mui them nuast ha» wrongM — Cambyw*. j 
l^Tlro'wt opes his dijguia 

Jitjf. Thou wretch ! bow bast thou dar'd to cntt 
Media 
tgalnst our high decree ? And com'st thou too, 
Ass^siti Hke, wtth sacrilegiofi* rage 
To I'kfc thy hand against a monarches life ? 
But thou shalt ftnd a welcome. 

Cam, Yes, sosh welcome 
As thy paternal love prepares for Cyrus j 
Thou boary rutHan ! was it then for this 
The nobles of the rcahn were sumraonM here ? 
For this was Cyrus caird, to fall a viiS^im 
To thy death-dealing minion ^— curs'd Mithrancs t 

Asty. Confusion! am I then betrayed ? [Jsidt. 

Cam. For mc I 
I scorn thy feeble menaces j I know 
My life awaits thy nod— but mark me well. 
The time may come» ev'n now perhaps the black, 
The fatal hour impends, when thou shaJt feel 
'^* *»Mg' hand of heaven, 

Uttt say'st thou, ha ! 
treason lurk amid die smiles 
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Of seeming lo3ralty ? Give me to know 
What mischief threatens. 

Cam* Seek to know no more ; 
Let it suffice I 've given thy terrors birth, 
And be it thine to cherish them. 

Jst^. Hoi guards 1 
Convey this tndtor to yon city^s walls. 
And lay him in tome loathsome dungeon ; theie* 
There thalt thou learn to speak. 

Cam. Thy rage is fruitless ; 
Bope not from me to be informed of aught 
That may import thy safety. 

Jji^* head him hence^— > 
I *ll hear no further — shall a wretch proscribkl 
Revile the awful majesty of kings ; 
And dare his anger, whose all-powerful word 
2an in a moment fix his doom ? A way. 

Cam, Come, whither must I go ? Condu6^ me where 
rhe cavem*d earth unfolds her deepest prison, 
l¥liere light ne'er dawns ; yet steady virtue there 
Shall cUssipate the gloom ; there the firm soiil 
Shall tmile in torture, when amidst the blaze 
Of courts, the t)Tant's mind shall slu*ink in darkness. 
And while security surrounds his throne, 
Trembles with fancy M terrors. [£xit, guarded, 

Ma?unt AsTY AGES anJMiKZA, 
Asty, Yes, I feel 
His threats already here ; my laboring breast 

Teems wi^h new fears Mirza. 

Cij 
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CYRUS. Ml!^ 

Mlrxa. [coming fimoardJ} What would my sov'rcig! 

Astj. W^hcftce did this daring rebel break uponuij 
And how elude thy vigilcnce ? 

Mirxa. My lord, 
Na steps unnoticM could hare passed the guard § 
Ca.mbyscs must have lurk'd in secret here 
Beneath some neighbouring; shade j nor knew wea\i 
Of danger near your person, till the sound 
Of tumult brought us to your timely rescue. 

Asiy\ lAside.^ What should I thbk ? is thett 
Mithranes false ? 
Mirza, I thank thy zeal ; be ever thus, 
And 1 11 reward thee — sure some deep design 
li brooding now against me 

£«/^r Man DANE. 

Mand, Hear me, sir, 
1 by these tears 

A sty. What would my daughter ? rise—- V 

Mand. O, never, never — here I *11 grow to carthi Jl 
'Till pity, kindling in a father's breast. 
Extend a gracious hand to save Cambyses. 

Asty. Cambyses ! name him not. 

Mand, Aias ! my father, 
After a tedious twenty years of absence. 
Fate now returns him, but returns in vain. 
If, by your anger, he 's deny*d to view 
His lov'd Mandane, to behold lus son 
Preserved j but ah! for him preserved In vain ! 

V(y. Had St thou, Mandane, heard his rebel threatSi^ 
daring insults brcat\k*4 aigiMv&v^^ "^^t^. 
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Mand. Forgive tbc transport of a bosom, torn 
With double pangs, the father, and the husband : 
Alas < perhaps, he knew not Cyrus liv*d, 
He knew not that Astyages had Jix'd 
This duy» to meet and name him for his heir. 

Asty, And pleads ray daughter in defence of him 
Whose impious hand assailed my life } 

»Mand, O, heaven t 
Asiy. Tell me, when treason works the secret mine 
To sap my kingdom, sliall Mandane's tongue 
Kteauate his offence who plans my fall ? 
lit thou, perhaps, art privy to their wiles, 
rhaps confederate with thy father's foes, 
\Mand* What do I hear \ And can your thoiiglitfc 

suggest 
ly soul is chiir<l with horror) that Mandane 
Would join in murder's black conspiracy 
Against tlie hand that gave me life ? 

Asty, I know not 

Whom should I fear ? Metliinks I see rcbclljon 

\Vhcre duty's most profess'd ! and thostf my power 

Can shake with terror, give me equial dread j 

But for Cambyses, would *st thou prove thy truth, 

Kame him no more — thus much a father grants, 

He shall not die— —I to your tears remit 

His forfeit life, which else had fallen the vi6lim 

Of torture's shai"pest pangs— —but as I prize 

My crown, again he's bajiish'd from the land. \ExiU 

Mand. And is it thus my fate begins to smile ? 
Is this the meeting H;upagU8 foretold ? 
Ol my Cmiihy5v^ / 

cm 
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Enter CrKvs* 

What sLTt thou, that break'st 
Thus importunely on my grief? 

Cyrils. Forgive 
This seaming rudeness, beauteous excellence ; 
A son of freedom, nurtured in these woods, 
Now shuns a fate that threats that liberty 
Which bounteous nature gave. 

Aland, What dost thou mean ? 

Cyrus, The royal guards pursue my steps, andsocQ 
These limbs, that till this hour, have ranged at larger^ 
O'er the steep hill, or thi'ough the forest shadei 
May feel the galling weight of servile chains* 

Mand. Declare thy crime* 

Cjrui, My crime was self-defence : 
Th** oppressor's sword was raised against my life. 
Bat heaven then nerved my strength, and from i 

arm 
The T^Tetch received that death he racant to give. 

Mand, What means my throbbing boi;om ? — Gentle 
youth, 
Proceed— methinks I feel some secret impulse 
To listen to thy stor)^ 

Cyrus, As but now 
Alone I sought the temple, from the woods 
I heard a cry of deep distress ; — I turned, 
And saw two rufhans seize a beauteous maid % 
Fir'd at the brutal deed I cast my dart, 

one I slew | the othci, %U\xck vi\\Siicctor% 
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ook th* allnghted fair^ who trembling fled, 
ere I could pursue her steps, a youth 
;rce demeanour, clad in rich attire, 
1 sword unsheath'd, impetuous cross'd my way, 
.menacM vengeance for his slain companion— 
lerthe nymph herself, whom fav'ring heaven 
me to save. 

Enter Asp a si a. 
ami. Wert thou the maid distressed ? 
if it true» that thou hast ^scapM the arm 
ratal violence ? 
f. Yes, fell destru6tion 
hovering o^er me, when behold tlie friend, 
t freed Aspasia from impending niin, 
1 peril of his own— but, thanks to heaven, 
wave defender lives. — Say, gallant youth, 
• did*8t thou 'scape the ruffian's boist'rous rage, 
t threaten'd t^iee with death ? 
tmd. Relate the sequel ; 
lince Aspasia bears an interest in it, 
leart more freely listens to thy tale. 
rids* But little now remains — ^the fierce invader 
press'd upon me, whilst a river flow'd 
nd my steps, preventing all retreat 5 
nm'd, what could I do > Necessity 
•ly'dmewith new arms ; sudden I snatch'd 
aggy flint from the rough pebbled sbore, 
launched against the foe ; a sanguine stream 
'd all his face^ the sword forsook his Vv:vi\d, 
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And as ht staggerM round, with dying grasp 
He seized a bought that over-hung the tide. 
Which yielding to his weight, at once be fiellf 
And in the waves was lost- 

Mand, Is this the crime 
That justice should pursue ? Yes, my Aspasia, 
'Midst all the anguish of a breaking heart, 
1 feel a dawn of joy for thy deUverance. 

Alp. Wiiatnew distress afflidls Mandane ? 

Cjrm, lAiide:] Gods! 
Was it Mandane whom I thus unknown 
Have held in converse ? 

Mmid, Oh ! 1 11 tell thee all, 
And rest my sonows on thy taithful bosom. 

Enter Officer and Guards. 

Ogicer. Secure yon traitor, who has dar'd to raise 
His sacrilegious hand against his prince, 

Mand, Against his prince ! 

Officer. "^T is to his ann we owe 
The death of Cyrus, 

Mmtd, Say^st thou^ death of Cyrus 1 

Cyrus* It must be so — mysterious FroTidence* 

This hand, impcird by some o'er-nilmg power, 
Has slain th' impostor that usurp'd my name. 
Mand. And did X hear thee right ? Speak, speaki 

Aspasia, 
*^^t meant his words ? — Was Cyrm then the slain fj 
iious viihm. 
2 
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nfr. 'Tisy alas ! too trae, 

rinceitdead, and by this youth. 

. Oy heaven ! 

KT. lojide.^ I must reveal myself-- but« no, I 

have twom 
!ep my birth itill secret. 
ml. O9 perfidious! 

am*tt thou then to me— O, all ye god> I 
U a well-feign^d story of thy deeds, 
thus deride a wretched mother's grief. 
'US* Alas ! I knew not, princess - ■ ■ ■ 
»/• Peace, deceiver; 

I knew^st too well — thy tale is falsehood all. 
f lov'd son !^thy mother's better part- 
have I lost thee thus again ?— distraction ! 
ly torn heart ! 

TM. I cannot bear her grief. [AsUe, 

md, {^aky dear Aspasb, were not then my fears 
mI prophetic ? thus to lose a son, 
nd my hopes thus blasted in their spring, 
other's fondest hopes 1 
lUm Of heaven ! you know not-» 
3routh who fell beneath this hand— O ! torture. 
md. Guards, drag the monster strait before the 

king 

>. O^ pnncess, calm the tempest of your rage : 
resistless fate impelled, the youlh 
rr*d this guilt, indulgent heaven extends 
iveness to involuntary crimes : 
I imitate the mercy of tlie Gods. 
md, No more, Aspasia — the rckxvtk^^ Go^^ 
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To me no mercy shew — my son is murdcr'd. 

My husband doom'd once moi-e to banishment. 

What is there else remains in angry fate 

To add to what I suffer ? every hour 

Of my succeeding life is markM for horror. 

And all my thoughts aic now despair mid niadnesi. 

[Exit. 

Moftent Cyrus, Aspasia, O fficer, and G ua rds . 
CyruT, GOf fair Aspasia, follow and support her. 
And O I in pity sooth a mother *s sorrows. 

jisp, A mother's sorrows from Aspasia's friendftl 
Shall claim the tenderest care^ — And yet, Alc^eus, 
This bosom now has terrors of its own j 
I must confess I fear — - — - 

CjTuj, What fears afflia 
Thy gentle breast f 

Asp, The danger of Alcaeus: 
Think*st thou I can behold the gallant youth. 
Who freed me from the ruflian grasp of power, ^ 
ExposM to death, yet feel not for his safety f 

Cyrus* My safety merits not Aspasia's care i 
Npr think the succour this weak arm could give ' 
To innocence distressed, was more than heaven 
Claims from a heart, that, though in forests bred. 
Glows at another's sufTrings. 

Asp, Generous youth I 
Wherefore, a!i ! wherefore has relentless fate 
Involved sucJi virtue in misfortune's maze, 

'•%*d thy band to shed thy princess blood; 
I, which seemed by every God desigti'd 




ABIll. CYRtrs, • U 

Officer. Remove the prisoner • 

Cyrus, Farewell, Aspasia, and remember time 
May soon dispell this cloud of seeming giiilt 
Now cast around Alcscus . [ Exit guardiJ, 

Asp, I Alone.] Grant It, Heaven! 
What meixn these heaving sighs, these swelling tean ^ 
Why flutters thus my heart f Is it compassion, 
Or gratitude to him whose valour sav'd me ? 
Ah ! no — ^I fear a gentler cause excites 
These strange emotions — Spire of all the pride 
My sex and rank inspire — I love Alcseiis : 
This sylvan liero bears down my resolves 
That still have provM in vain i when with my fethei 
Chance led me first to visit good Mitlu-anes, 
I gaz'd with pleasure on bis blooming son ; 
Apm I saw, yet knew not that 1 lovM liim, 
Till this day's ail that sav'd me from dishonour^ 

And yet for tbis day'^s ail AIckus iiic5 

And shall he die for thee ? — Ah I no, Aspaalat 
The guilt was thijur, thy fate has murder'd Cyrus | 
Then let me seek the king, plead tor Alcaeus, 
And for his forfeit life lay down my own* [Ex 

ACT III, SCENE /, 



-^ fTeod. Tiff PaiUioH of Astyages seen at a dtst^nre* 
Etaer Makdane ^/t^Mithranes* 
Mandane, 
v\ HAT hast thou said, Mitbranes > If AJciEU* 
^Mmotj, my dt are St Cyrus? 



Mitk, Peace, Mand^ncj I 

O heav^ds! be heedful. ^ 

Mand. Where is now the danger ? I 

Mlth, Dinger i> evYy where : when cruelty I 

Extends her iron reign, wc ne'er can keep J 

Too strict a guard upon our speech : a dream ^^H 

May rouzc the slumbering fury i fell suspicion -^^H 

On innocence will stamp the mark of guilt, fl 

And tyranny assumes the mien of juistice, H 

To punish crimes that never yet had being* S 

L^he genial feast, the nuptial bedj the temples fl 

lAre not secure from treachery. ^ 

ft MAffd. Atleast» 1 

Confirm my doubting thoughts. 

Mitb. What further proof J 

Can you require ? Ask your own heart, Mandantf^ 

Your heart will testify a mother's feeling, ^k 

Mmtd. *T is true, ^t is true — O I I remember all— 

i When first I viewed Alcseus, how my blood ^ 

pThfili'd with some unknown pnssionl Why, Mt^B 

thranes, ■ 

Would* St thou so long conceal him from my love ? fl 

Mith^ I ^r'd to trust maternal tenderness, V 

Which wisdom ill can rule j had not your sorrows fl 

Awak'd my pity, had I not suspcfted H 

■.I'Uc worst from your revenge against Alca:us, ■ 

\ To you your son Iwid still rem^Jn'd unknown. H 

Mand, And yet Mandane's wi*etchcd, envioufl 

fortune, fl 

Spite of the sunshine that would gtld the pros^^i H 
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^^reods o*er my cUy a^iSfciojoi^s sabk clouds, 
^yrus returned jmd living mu&t excite 
ti mother^s dearest transports y l>ut Caunb^'ics 
R.eturn'd, and doomM again to bimiabmcnt, 
tJnsecfi, unwskoiii'd* sw«ilii ttiia hcEU t wiJih aagui^h. 

Mith> Alas I n»y Fr'uitsss, caiiii youc gmcf; I^bopa 
Point you to i^iture scenes^ oi'^appumt : 
Heaven that prcserv'd ymir Cy«ii9# wili agaiii 
Restore Camhyaea to your looging oiiii^^ 
And gpve lum UM:k to liberty and love. 

Matki, FdU would X U^Cen to lite Jitfiteting souikk 
r>f bappiBsfss and peace^ — Bttty^t, Mitbrancs, 
Thou kast not told the fb^tunc^ of my chilii i 
i^elate wljttte'er kiiB tender yoath hntji auifei *d. 
By what sti-ange tjufaii^— decliirti eatji circiunstance. 

Mitb. Some fitter time must tell thee — in the gjovc 
That leads to my retreftt^ meet me ere long, 
fVnd tliou skdt leain it all — but soft j frotu far 
I see the king approaching* 

Mand. Lctwifiy, 
And bear to him tfic news that Cyru« Mv«» 

Miii. O, bold 1 't was tbis I feaied— • 

Mitfid, Tbou koovir^^t my soa 
ts now a prlioiDeri 

Mith. But couBcot uo leave mc. 
And keep bis birtb sdli secret firom yotir fothcr, 
[ plight my life to free biai iVojn UU chainst 
And give him to your arms* 

Mand. Is 't possible ? 
Aiid may Mandane m thy faith conlvtU ^ 
. D 
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Miih, Confide in me! — Almighty Powers ♦ is dusi I 
This tlie reward for all my loyal service | 
Is then my truth suspe^edl 

Mand, O! forgive 
Th' involuntary douht, forgive the thoughts 
Of one, who long the mark of sorrow's shafts^ 
Distrusts each promised joy — ^I know thy goodness j 
Yes, thou wilt still prevent my busy fears» 
Minister to my hopes with faithful hand, 
And to preserve the mother, save the son. [Exit, 

Mhh. Mandane, yes — still in this care-worn breast,^ 
Thy Cyrus lives ; time, that unnerves these limbs, 

Strengthens my loyal truth be the^e white locks 

An emblem of my faith But sec the king, 

Ijupatient for the news for Cyrus' fate. 

£>//^ ASTYAGES. 

Ast)\ MJthranes! 

Mkh, Sir, your mandate is obeyed ; 
Be ev'iy fear that Cyrus i-ais'd, forgotten* 
For Cyrus is no more* 

Asty. I know it well t 
How do I stand indebted to thy zeal i 
And yet, my friend, all is not here at ease, 
1 fear our secret is beti-ay'd j Cambyses 
Rcproacli^'d me with the purposed deed; Mittiranea^ 
Tell me what says report f Dues the loud tongue 
Of popular invcftive point at me^ 
Or does suspicion sleep ? 

Mhb^ No iiimour yet, 
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Fthis, roy lord, hath reached ray watchful car | 
our guards convcy'd C;»mbysc5 prisoner hence, 
Hur AUght from him has rouz'd the public upticc 
Kespefting what your thought! suggcit. 

Ajty, Enough 
RetirCf ray fmnd. 

Mtth. Permit me to rffmind 
My sovereign nuster, that my son Alca:us^— 

Aity* I know what thou would'st say thy son •> 

in bonds ; 
Already have I in my thoughts resolvM 
To set him free, to heap rewards upon him | 
Bat yet we must beware, it might be dangerous. 
At once to pardon him whom all the realm 
Must mark for open vengeance j such proceeding 
Might give a sandion to wbate*cr the breath 
Of discontent might raise against their king. 
Trust to my care — ^I 'II watch th' important crisis * 
Farewell, Mithranes, lEjcit Mitluanei, 

O ! As ty ages t 
To what art tliou reduced 1 The king's become 
The slave of slaves — I now detest the wrctcii 
Subservient to my fears, but death shall soon 

Seal up his lips Alcaeus too shall die. 

The tate of Cyrus yi«ids a fair pretence 

But hold^ — ^should these by public justice suiFcr, 
It must not be — some private hand were best ■ 
But then Cambyses — yes, he too must iall, 
Or we arc lost — What dire necessity 
Plunges me deeper still in guilt I one crime 
Dlj 




Begets a tfhoussnd, Htareii ! boi^' is iiiy sdul 
Bewildered in extremes df rage and dread t 
I ^m end from my ftars, and from mjr cniftty 
My fears increase, i^rltile ohc eternal roiiiK^ 
Of torture phys the tjraiit in my breast. 

£«/i'r -Harpagus, 

Harp^ Alas ! my lord. 

Aitj. What ^ay^st tbou, Harpagus? 
"W^y are those looks of terror ? 

Harp. Mighty king, 
I fear for thee j 1 fear for Media's safety j 
Ev^n majest)' itself is not secure, 

Jjty. Hast thou discovered auglit oT treason fliea 
Ag^st our person ? 

Harp, Ko — ^but tyros slal Hi 
Alarms each loyal bosom, while his blood 
Calls out for vengeance on the murderer'* bead* 

jl/jy t My friend, hast thou thenjbcard ^king** 
aifliaion ? 
Ycfi, cruel fate, at one uixlook.'d-for stroke, 
H*i5 robb'd n^y j^ge of eveiy prouii^'d comfort. 

Harp, O, mockery of grief 1 but wiUi deceit 
Pcct'it 5 hall be re.|>aid, ^Asidft* 

Jsfj, To increase my sou*ow« 
Jiiiticc forbids me •to revenge the deed. 
And punish on the wretch who murder'd Cyru^ 

Th' involuntary crime t:be care be thine 

To guard him safe 'till we decree his doom. 
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Enter Aspasia. 
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Asp, O, mighty king I behold a prostrate maid, 
mploring grace. 

Astj. Aspasia» speak thy guilt. 

Hmrp. What means my daughter ? whither con this 
tend? 

Asp. A crime of deeper dye ne*er stainM a subjecr { 
T is I *m the wretched cause of Cyrus' death ; 
Tis I^m the wretched cause that Media luouiiis ^ 
Tis I alone am guilty, not Alcsus i 
!n my defence, alas I th^ ill-fated youth 
i¥as urg'd, unconscious, to the deed — O give 
ITour royal mere) breath, and spare liis lite. 

As^. Aspasia, rise ; and learn whatever the motive 
That urges thus thy pity for Alcxus, 
Though nature loudly plead within my breast 
Pot vengeance on the hand tliat murdtr'd Cyrus, 
Attyages, unbiassed by her voice, 
Will a& as public justice shall determine. 

Harp. O, royal hypocrite ! but this rash girl 
Ba« wak'd a thought that 'till this hour escap'd 
Hie cautious search of all-discerning age. [^AsiJe. 
^y liege, the prisoner, by his guaids condu6Ved, 
« this way bending. [To Ast)'agcs, 

Asty. Let us tlien behold him, 
"hough nature at his sight recoil. 
Harp, He 's here. 
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Enkr CvRus guartLd, 

Afty, Bsy, h this youth the oi!^ring <3f MitluttUil 
Harp, Dread sir, be is. 
A sty. He beai's a noble aspeft ; 
Those looks ere^, that open mien, bespeak not 
A lowly birth. — What say'st thou, Harpagus ? 

Heir, Appearance oft deceives : not always dofes 
The polish M court crtsplay the fairest forms 5 
And in tlie simple rUiJiic's homely cell, 
I JJature sometimes assumes a nameless graces 
Which greaJmess cannot reach • 

Asty. Yet, Harpagus, 
There's something in thote looks that 
strangely. 
Harp, My fears increase. \^AndeS[ Retire, 1 
his presence 
Bat adds to yowr affli^ion. 

Cyrus, [£d'vajicift^,'\ Mighty king. 
Ere you depart, permit me thus to approach 
With reverend ai^e j howe'er tliis erring hand 
May "Call fcjr public vengeance, yet believe 
Ko conscions guilt draws down the stroke of JpH 
llere then before your sacred feet 



Harp^, Forbear 



Intrude not rashly on thy 30vereign*s grief. 
Think who thou art, and what has bro 

hither J 
Let it suffice thes in respedful silence 
To await the law's decree. 



Cyrus, I stand reprov\)> 
And bow nxe to the jastice of the king. 
Harp. Stfll do you patrse, my lord, "what means this 
wtnxder ? 
Why arc your looks thus chang'd ? 

Asty. I know not why; 
I feel emotions never known before ; 
And my heart melts with sudden tenderness; 
I fcavc hhn to thy care. [Exit. 

Harp, AgM my soul's 
At case— Retire, Aspasia, -mth the criminal 
I would be left alone. [Cyrus nvalks apart. 

Asp, My dearest father, 
fF-c'dr you lov'd Aspasia, if the hand 
Of this Alcssus sav'd her from the rage 
Off an ihlmman spoiler, do not sully 
Her brave deliverer with the name of guilt. 
H&vf, Has he not shed the royal blood ? 
Asp, Alas ! 
He knew not that the youth he slew was Cyrus. 
To guard his life he but repuls'd a force 
That first assail'd. 
Harp, No more, but leave me. 
^sp, O! 
If you defend him not, you never lov'd . 

Your poor Aspasia rThiilk you now behold her 

All'psdc and trembling in the ruffian's power. 
Hear her invoking earth and heaven to ;ud, 
Behold Alcaeus hasting to her rescue,-^ 
And say, my father, then » ■■ 
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Harp. Take heed, Aspasla, 
J fear me something more than gratitude 

Is hid beneath this waitnth but mark me well, 

ITnthinkifig maid, and hear a fatlicr's caution ; 

Let not J iiiiigi nation raise such hopes 

As thou m:iy'st find too late but Ml befit 

Thy glory, and my own* \^Exu Asposia* 

Let all depart. 
And leave me with the prisoner. [Cuardj retirUy 

Thanks toHcavciii 
I can at length, without constraint, address 
My vows to Cyrus, from my princess hands 

Loose these vik manacles before him bend 

The b umble knee of loyalty- [K 

Cyrus, Ol rise. 

Harp. Permit me here to pay my earliest tribute j 
Be this embrace the first, the sole reward 
My truth shall chalk li^^e, {Embraces Cynu'/ kmiA 

Yet forgive me^ Cyrus, 
If down ray cheek unbidden steals a tear. 
When I behold that young, that blooming grace, 
Spite of my constancy, ideas rnt 

Of tcnderestrecolleflion 1 confess 

The father hcrc^ bat hence, ye soft'ning thoughts, 

Be witness, Heaven, above my pangs I prize 
This interview, though purchased with a son. 

Cjrus^ Rise, my deliverer and while I thu« 

Enfold thee in my arms, accept the:;e tears. 
The sole returns w.hich gratitude canyidd 
ForaU thy suffYings; butabovc the rest. 
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'or that unhappy -son decreed to fall 
\n early viftim ititlie cause of C}Tus. 

Harf. Let not the sorrows of a subjcf): claim 
rhe tears of royalty. 

Cjrus, Docs royalty 
Imugt the breast from every social t}'e 
ITat links mankind ? Shall kings, my TIarpagiis, 
hi^» that one inspiring breath to life 
/Urak'd the prince andipeasaht j and shall he, 
rbe public voice proclaims his people's father^ 
^ot fed those sonows which his children feel. 

Harp. Exalted youth I 

t^fnu, Yesj I have heard it all. 
4ithranes has unroird l!he secret page 
That vltromcles thy 'deeds ; there I Vc perus*d 
Ul that I owe to thee-*— *^Bd yet, my friend, 
Vhcn I refleft, that after yeais of exile, 
^ambyses now retum'd, is doom'd once more 
To ignominious bonds ; when I refie«Sl, 
rhese eyes harve hevet- yet beheld, these arms 
ftmbrac'd a Father 

Harp. But tlie hour approaches 
Shall give thee eveiy wish ; as yet the work 
I* incomplete, when yon declining sun 
Shall guild with feeble i-ays the temple's summit, 
^^ibrtunc shall assume a brighter aspect:. 

Cyrus. But still, Mandane,— ever honoured name, 
^11 shall she mourn a son's imaginM fate ? 
Shah I hot see her, Harpagus, and speak 
The voice of comfort to a mother's grief? 
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Harp^ Alas! your filial piety a'er leaps 
The bounds of cooler prudence — let us then 
Be circimi..pc<5t, my pnuce ; nor in a moment 
.Destroy tlie great, the kbour'd work of years } 
But 1 must hence, Astyages experts me j 
Mean wiiile, retir'd to goad Mirhranes' dwelling, 
Securely w.iit the great event, wkich time 
Prepares fur speedy birth, [^ 

£w/^Mandane, 

Cjrm. O! could M:mdane 
Surmise, th it in Alcacus lives > * 

Man J, This way 
They led liim to the king* [Entn 

Cyrus* What tender sound, 
No stranger to these ears Ha I *t is Mandane* 

Mand. It 15, it is my son, my only child. 
My dear, my long lost Cyrus, { 

Cyrus, Heavenly powers I 
She knows me ! 

Mad, Turnj O ! turn for shelter here 
Within these arms — O ! wherefore dost thou shi 
Why fly from my embraces ? 

Cjrus* Mighty gods ! 
What shall I answer ? 

Mad, Scatter to the winds 

Each lingering doubt 1 am, I am thy 

Does not thy heart confess me? 

Cyrus, 1 no more, 
^Here is a something here-*— forgive mc, princ 
IB no longer stay— — * 
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Dost thoa avoid me ? 
Has she not known it all, and shall I still 
lier bosom thus ? ■ O ! never, never, 
tone thus compels me — No, my oath 
ar'd abov e the solemn tye 
it only can release. {Aside, 

Go on 1 
ith an eager mother^s fond attention, 
o thy words He hears me not » 

it thou hold a converse with thyself? 
eans that restless step ? — Why is thy speech 
L and broken ? Hast thou not been told 
n thy mother? if thou hast, ah ! why 
t thou estrange thyself? and if till now 
lew^st it not, why wilt thou thus receive 
sr*« love with coldness ? Speak. 

My blood 

tumult, ev^ry throbbing pulse 
!S nature^s power. 
. Are these the transports 
hop*dl Where are the starting tear* 
lal fondness ? Where the dear embrace, 
i enquiries of impatient love ? 
too much ' either thou *rt not my son, 
omplete Mandane*s misery, 
in thee reverses all her laws. 
. Yes, I will fly thb instant to Mithranes. 

• Wilt thou not speak to me ? 

• Yet, yet a while 
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MetmL Yes, I have been taught to hope^ that lie whu 
fell 
Was an impostor that assumM hia name. 
And th?,t tiie youth who slew him, was our son. 

Cam* Confirm it, pitying powers I— ^ut say, Man- 
dine, 
Hast thou yet seen ibis youth ? 

Mand. ""Ttvns not long since 
He parted from me, 

Ciimn As I crossM tlie wood, 
Wliere yon tall poplar sliade the dimpled 
I late beheld a youth, whose noble mien 
Attracted my regard, I turn'd to gaze. 
While with light steps he bounded o'er the turf; 
His auburn locks flow'd graceful down his brxk. 
Quick was his piercing eye; his manly shoulders 
A spotted tygei's drcadtul spoils adomM, 
Some gallant trophy ot his sylvan T^'ars, 

Alan J, 'T k he, 't is that dear form that holds mc 
In torture of siispence, 

Cufn. But whui thou saw^st hint* 
What said he ? 

Manfl. Little he reply 'd to all 
My fond addrt»s, and when he spoke, the wordi 
Half falter'd on his tongue i his thoughts coaiiis't!,! 
Secm'd big with something which he fear'd to uttcn' 

Cam, Thy presence might abash a simple swain. 
Brought up in woods, unskilled in coui tly phrase} 
But who re^'eal*d to thee lu,i birth ? 
^^^. Mitluanes* 
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Cam. Hal did I hear thee right I 

Mamd. If we may trust 

idiranes* fsuth, by him was Cyrus bred 

I lus own son, and caird by him Alcseus. 

Cam. Of treachery forg'd in hell I Detested slaves I 

oo credulous M andane I 

Mwtti. Ahl what means 

his frantic raget 

Cam. Alc8£U8 is the assassin 

hat murder'd wretched Cyi*us» the dire blow 

^as given by hun> and at the king^s command. 

Maml. What says Cambyses 1 

Camk Yes, I heard it all— — 

lien first arrivM chance led me to the dwelling 

F this accursed Mithranes, there concealed 

leard the king propose the deed, I heard 

ithnuie& promise, that his son Alcxus 

lould bedeath*s fatal agent — O, Mandanel 

idge what were then my thoughts ? rage urg'd me soon 

start from, my concealment, when with Mirza 

be guards rush'd in, and I was made their prisoner. 

dUmd. Where, where are now the hopes X vainly fed } 

U lost, for ever lost I 

Cam. Cjrrus is slain, 

od slain by thb Alcaeus— see'st thou not 

itfarafic8» fearing thy revenge, invents 

his tale, to save his son from thy resentment ? 

sea not the silence now of Harpagus, 

Tiose loyal truth is knowu, too well confirm it f 

Mand, Q\ *tis too plain — Alcacus is the assassin-— 



Hence his confusion m my sight — iot thit 
He flew from my embraces, and though he came 
With purpose to decei^'e a mother's fondness. 
Ills soul shrunk back, all traitor as he was, 
And 5hudder'd at a thouglit of so much horror* 

Cam. Could' St thou so soon believe 

Man J, Hadst thou, Cambjses, 
Heard how Mithranes spoke, while every word 

SecmM the pure dilates of his heart to thi?* 

A strange emotion that Alcacus rals'd, 
Gave Sanson to the tde — ^and add to all. 
That what we wish we easily believe* 

Cam, Has then delusive hope but lur*d us 0% 
To plunge us deep hi fathomless despair ? 

Mcwd, To lcada\>Tetched mother to caresar 
The nmrJerer <)f her son — 1 my Cambyses, 
It is not grief I feel— * tis rage, ' tis madness, — 

Cam, Thou shalt be satislicd. 
This arm, Mandane, shall revenge — farewxU. 

Mmtd, But whither woald'st Itiou go ? 

Ccm, To seek AksBus, 
To pierce his murderou* heart — not all the powert 
Of earth opposed shall save him fi*o:n my sword i 
Where, 'twijityftn steepy hiUis, th' embow'rmgwootl 
Forms a dark vale, Astartc's fountain flow* 
With lonely noise \ there will I wait, that path 
Leads to his home- — -my fury now is loose. 
And when this hand greets di«e again, M:indane, 
ft ^r^^pf, ^i^g^ ^.j^i^ revenge. [Ei^ 

{Akm,^ Sti'ike home, Cumby&cs, 
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Jid tell him ^t 18 a mother gives the blow I 

^hat if tibe traitor should again return ? 

e comes I— 0» Heaven ! I shudder at his sight. 

EfiUr Cyrus. 
Qmu. [Entmag.l Bear, bear me swiftly to her— 

some kind spirit 
reathe genvly on her sense, and bid her wake 
b all a parenfs rapture^— -Turn, Mandane, 
^old your son, your now acknowledged Cyrus. 
Mtmd. Ol most abandoned slave ! [Aiuii. 

Q^rus. At length, Mithranes 
onsents, that in this wished embrace— [Advancing, 
Mamd. Forbear I 

iid dwells deceit in such a form ! lAside, 

Cfrus. Ye gods ! 
Qm are those features changed ! what means that 

glance 
r keen resentment I why am I repuls'd ? 
r is it thus I *m punish'd for my silence 
lien last we met 1 What would my mother ? Speak. 
Maad, The name of mother rives my bleeding 

hear t ■ 
C/hu, If I *ve offended, here I *11 kneel and pray 
ifgiveness for my fault — I swear by Mithras, 
'hose cheering beam enlightens all, whose eye 
rveys the sours recess, that while my lips, 
wtrainM by solemn ties, durst not confess 
lie feelings of a son, warm and alive 
E iij 
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Mand, [Akme.l O, young deceiver ! 
He *s gbftti— What m^ms my heart ? Departing hence 
Ve left, metbmight, a strange emotion here \ 
Yet, spite of all my fury, I confess 
The feelings df my eiex ' ■ his graceful mien, 
ffis tender speech, his blooming years, 'excite 

LiToluntary pity wretched mother, 

What mM she sufier, Wlien she sees her son 
All gashM, and blbeding with a thousand wounds^- 
fiat hoACe, this vam remorse ! — wilt thoii, Mandahe, 
Oimpassionate the grief that others feel, 
Forgetful of thy own ? — ^— no-^let liim die. 
Thou art a mother too ■ 

Enter Astasia. 

Asp. Tell me, Mandane, 
KnoWst than what fortune yet awaits Alcacus ? 
6ay,4oes he Tree ? is he absolvM, or sentenced ? 

Mand, Fcv pity^s sake, name not Alcaeus to me. 
My ears detest the sound— ^yesi, curst Mithranes, 
I come— dnspore me now with direst rage, 
Give venom to Trty tongue, that every word 
May plant a>dagger in his heart. [Exit, 

Asp. lAlone;] How shall I learn his htt !— -unhappy 
youth! 
Mandane*s frantic gritf-^'t is thence I dread 
Some cruel miscliief'i— but my father comes, 

EnUr Harpagus. 
Harp, Aspasia, where 's the princess ? 
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Asp^ But eT?*h now 
She went froTii hence, m all the pangs of sorrow. 

Hurp, What can this mean? Haa she not secnliff J 
son? 
I fear some mystery. [Aside J} Teil rae, Aspasia, 
Aught said she of Alcaeus ? 

Asp. No, my lord, 
But when I askM her of his fate—with looks 
All pale and wild, she started at the sound. 
Then charg'd me never more to name Alcjcus, 
And vanish M from my sight. — You seem disturhMijJ 
Forgive me, sir, if with a daughter's love, 
I press too boldly on your private thoughts s 
Indeed I am to blame — h\xi yet I fear 
All is not well. 

Harp. The time is teeming now 
With great events, and think not that thy flithcr, 
When hopes and fears divide each other's breast, 
Can unconcerned survey the hour decreed, 
Perhaps to fix the freedom of his country- 

Asp* Ere the gbd hour of peace, while dangers i 
Shall I not tremble for a father's safety ? 
Cyrus is slain, and by his death deprives 
The people of their long expelled joy 
To hail the kingdom's heir,— Who knows from hcnC 
What insurrections may befear'd? the king 
Is by his nature cruel, ever feeds 
Suspicion in his soul; that oft* incites him 
To break the tendei^st tics — Did not my brothcTt 
f Oiir lovM Arsacef, fall an early victim i 



^* 0' my fsoor boy f here dwells tliy fate' mnd 

^« ^bt it thence. IAjU^. 

^^Xi graciooft powers t 
^ot stecl'ti with manly fortitude ? 

^'^s this bftastTjpithinore than female terroi^ i 

^ hettcr sex had given nw sanation 
^/J^ all yo^tr toils 1 
I J ^ "^ore, my daughter, 

^^ fame that -vraits on passive virtue, 
^ 3 t>oast-^but though thy gentle kind 

. '^^^ in tlie i-ough scenes of life, 
j^ ^' *et me tell thee, Harpagus, 
^ ^^c^tfitl clay> expels to gatlier 

5 P^^^ted, that Alcacu 




r 



58 CYRUS, Ml 

A passion from thy soul, which ere the sun 
Descend^} may whelm thee in despair. 

Erjter MiRZA. 

Mirza. Th6 king, 
My lord, requires your presence. [^JW'» 

Hay p. I attend him s 
Farewell, Aspasia, and remember [Eioi^ 

Asp. [il/i7//f.] 01 
I see y 1 see it all-s-^remorseless love> 
In every day of my succeeding life» 
Plants the sharp tliorns olf sorrow — still, my father, 
I will obey thee : yes, I will contend 
Against this fatal passion , yet for^ve me 
If all is v.iin, at least the smothered liame 
Shall burn lAithia, ^d if I cannot cease 
To iove, I can resolve to he vnhappy, [I 



ITbt Grove hifsfe thi IHofftUng of Mithranet * 

MiTHRANES, ^fi^MANDAKE, 

Mand, There needs no more, Mitliranes, 1 con 
thee 
A mirror of unsullyM truth — proceed 
No further in thy tale — 1 know already 
What tliou hast done for Cyrus, aad Cambyses 
Knows it not less — Invention has betn rack*d 
Wuw to rewaid thy worth — perfidious slave I [Isiik 



dffir. CTRUI. ^9 

*r i« true, the recompence that *s giv'n, will tver 
Pall short of thy desert — ^yet what is done, 
rhough it seem little in Mandane's eyes, 
Mithranes, when he hears, may find too much. 

Miib, What means Mandane > wherefore speak*st 
Of recompence and merits } by yon heaven^ 
My soul abhors the mercenar}* sounds ! 
Learn that my duty to my prince fulHird, 
CompriKes all reward—this humble garb 
3>ebase8 not the mind : thou kaow'st in me 
These weeds are voluntary, that I chose 
To lead this life of rustic solitude. 
To keep, what still I boast, this breast unstainM, 
And never prove what thou would^st seem to think me. 

Mand, Godsl Can he thus dissemble ? [AsUe. 

Mitb, Thou hast started 
A thought that calls a blush to these old cheeks, 
And wrongs my honest services. 

Mamd. Forgive me, 
I must confess the warmth of gratitude 
Transported me too fur : I know full well 
That to exalted minds, their deeds alone 
Are their reward : and he who can attain. 
As thou hast done, the sovereign height of virtue* 
Finds all within himself, tranquillity 
With endless pleasure, that in part resembles 
The state of the immortals — speak, Mitliranes, 
liast thou not prov'd such hxippincES ? 

Mitb. I have ; 
|4or would J change it for a thousand worlds. 



Mimd> I can no longer hold— ^ietested villa^s } 
"'Thou murderous traitor ! monster 1 

Mhh^ S:iy*sttho\i, princess! 
Speak' et thou to me ! 

Mawd, lb thee — and could'st thou liiiivk 
Thy fraudf; woulil be coiiceal*d ? and didst tliouhcp?} 
Thou wretch, that for my own, I should have c! 

Thy son in my embraces no, pcrfidioua, 

\ am not yet so hateful to the gods. 

*ve lost my Cyrus, but I 'na not to leom 
"By what curs-'d means — I know by vvhom he fcUj 
And can and will i;evengeit. 

Miib What distm^^ion* 
^Whaft cmiel crroi- clouds your rcMOjn? 

Man, Peace, 
And mark me well — now tremble if thou canst—— 
Know that this izi^ant, while I speak, thy son 
Gasps for his latest breath. 

Mlih, What say 'st thou? hat 

Mand, Know tijo, thou wretch, 'twai I, *tw»t 
deceived 
And sent him to im hke» 

Mith, Tkou ! Heavenly powers. 

MamL ^}ow see if thou host ought to hope. 
Is far remov\i from help, and he who there 
Awaits him, is — Cambyaes, 

Mjth* Ah! Mandanej 
What hast thou done ? O I haste i at Least disconr 
The fatal place, 

Man J', Indeed— 10 mi^ht^ct thoa 
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To iattrosptnq^vti^^tance^-thoa Shalt know xt» 
Bat not till it is drench'd with bbod, tiie blood 
Of thylov*d 80D, Alcaeus* 

Miib. Princess, yet 
Have pity on ]roiirself» he whom you think 
AkxuSf isyonr Cynu-wsyonrson. 

Maud. Hope not again to cheat my easy faith. 

Mifb. Qtpt earth, and swallow these time-witl^r'd 
limbs ; 
fieaven*s swiftest light^nings strike this hoary head. 
If what I spcfak be felse. 

Mami, Vain imprecations— 
Plamiliar to the widked— where 's the wretch, 
HMen^d like thee, who fears with iinpiou3 tongue 
1*0 invoke the gods to falsehood ? 

Jlfifl/ Grant bttt this. 
\^hxle here I *m kept in bonds, haste thou, prevent 
Tbchomd deed, and if I then deceive. you, 
Ketttm and vent on me your keenest rage ; 
Tear this M. breast by piece-meal, for each hour 
V ve dragged this wretched life, invent a pang, 
'Till cruelty herself shall stand aghast. 

Mamd. O, subtle hypocrite ! but naught avails theej 
I see thy purpose ; driven to this extreme, 
Atlcstt thou would^st suspend the blow — thouknow'sc 
I have no friend to mist, and thoa may'st hope 
The king mean time may hear, and bring thee aid. 

Mitlu What shall I do ? Instru^k me, gracious 
pofwera 
Q^ «^ poor prince t-^Unliappy,. Cruitlesi qs^qa,, 
F 
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Have I then toUM my age for this-^^^Mandane, 
I here again adiure each pitying god. 

In wkn^jss to this truth the feign*d Alcseus 

Is Cyrus is your son run, quickly save Lim^ 

Yet, yet believe me If thou dost mistrust 

This agony of grief, thou wilt become 
An object hateful to the world, and ^11 
Thy future days shall be despair and horror, 

Man J, Rave on, for I enjoy it, 

Mitb. Mighty gods | 
Do these white hairs deserve so little faith ? 
These furrows filTd withtears^ 

ManJ* ^T is all in vain ** 

Those pangs but speak the parent— yes, barbanai^ 
Such is the state to which I am reduced 

By thee^and such Cambyses feels 't is now 

Thy turn to prove what 't is to loose a son. 

Mitb. Bhnd, wretched mortals ! that too oft exi 
When mhtry hovers o'er them — Speak, Mandanci 
Say, where is Cyrus ? — thou wilt speak, but 1 
''T will then be found too late 1 

Man J, Avaant, thou traitor I 
Hope not to shake my purpose. 

Mitb, Do I wake! 
Where am I ? ha I what darkness gathers round n»t 
LTell me, inhuman ! — ^Why too cruel gods I 
"Am I reserved for this — still art thou silent i 
1 let mc fly — but whither ? Some kind power 
Dirc6t my steps — 't is all in vain— behold ! 
Hr dies !^0 save him, save him I IRum 4* 
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iarp^ [IHitm.'] Fve sought bim» bid in vain I 
\tmui. Sure *t is the voice of Harpagiu^ 

EntefKAKFACvs. 

^arf. Mandane, 

happy time— hast thou beheld Alcanis ? 

Jess we find him, all our hopes are air. 

MoMd, Is this the purpoit of thy search— -be calnii 

am inform thee of him. 

Harpi Thanks to Heaven ! 

n£t me to him*-^he must now be brought 

ifore the people— ^nothing more remains 

It to produce hi m 

Mmui* O I too generous friend ! 

Ke thy aim, thou would'st appease my vengeahttf 

Itfa public punishment——! thank thy zeal. 

It *t is too late, already has Mandane 

taltCd reVeng o ■ 

HMTp. Revenge! on whom? 

Mand, On him who murder'd Cyrus* 

Harp, Speak'stthouof Alcseus? 

Hand. I do; 

Hoffm What means Mandane ? has thy rag6 

tempted aught against him ?— O I take heedj 

um tread^st a precipice, 

MMid. Ha t 

Warp* Know*st thou not 

ioeus is thy son ? 

Mand. My son ! — O heaven ! 

eak this agai n . 

Fij 
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Hdr^ Doubt not tbeti-utii — ^Akxus 
And Cyrus are but one* 

Mm J, O ! all ye host above, assist rac I [CiWff|t 

Harp. Whither ? 
Hear me, Mandanc 

Mand. Let us fty, I cannot ' ■ * 
Cold, cold, my heart — - 

, Harp* "What means the deadly paleness 
That steals upon thy chetk ? the fatal dews 
Of death are on thee, and thy trembling knees 
Totte r beneath their burden • [Mandane ihda dfvM, 

Mand. Harpagus, 

Fly to Astarte's fountain eave my son 5 

Perhaps he 3'etmayilive* 

Harp. What says Mandaae i 
Astarte^s fonntaia. 

Mand. LingQC not a moment. 
Even now he dies, and by a fatlter's hand I 

Harp, Almighty powcril {Rmt% 

Mand. [fl/ejv^.] O, most accurs'd Mandane I 
What fiend posses^'d thy senses, ^en Mithranpt 
Too truly spoke — and is there then no glimpse 
Of i\op&T^— O { none ! all, ail conspires to baiiLah 
The least kind dpubt-T-the^e eyes beheld my son^ 
I heard his lips pronounce a ynothar'a namei 
My heart confessed th' emotions of a parent | 
And yet — {rhhig*^ mcthinljji lev^ now I see hun* I 
His voice is in my cars!— with what rducfamc* 
He paitcd from mc — O ! my child I as if 
HAih^'Ait pre sag 'd his fate — andl'— distra^ion ! 



3 horror ! horror I hark, ray husband calls \ 

^e kneeb I that angel form! those pleading looks ! 

Strike not — it is— it is— O ! mercy, heaven 1 {Exit*, 
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^Another part »f the Wodd, M A n d a n e alone >, 

Where am I wandering 1 this way Jeads, but whither ? 
Hold, hold, ray brain I— <iown, down, my busy 

thoughts, 
P&ll recollection '$ madness — there a traiiL 
Of horrid images crowd thick upon mel 
Yon bubbling fountain streams with bbod— I tread 
Oq mmgled limbs— > what noise wae that— a grom 1 

»Entir MlTHRANES. 
B^itb* Wearied witii fruitless search, methought 
but now, 
I heard the sound of wild diytress— ^-" — Mandanc ! 

Mand, Ha ! what art thou ? \^iViiiiijA 

mMiib. O ! tell me where is Cyrus > 
4>oe5 he yet live ? 

Mand* Who dares to speak of Cyrus ? [ Renvjng^ 

Is "t thou — take heed— we are observed— look tlicrc I 
See where he comes, all pale and bleeding ! ha t 
Why do*st thou turn those piteous eyes upon me I 
Come, come, my son — nay, pry 'thee do not shun me I 
Thy mother wiU no more betray thee*— 
F iij 
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Mtth. Bfwk, 
j,Bre:tk my tosstnlibdm heart-*hflve cowifoitt 
Mand. Comfort I 
etirsM be the tongxie that speaks "a^m ftf co!iifcltt 
SniUch rae, ye whirl winds j to some y'Awniug^iil;>h| 
Let my remembrance perish, lest for me 
, Each son alioultl execrate a motlier's name. 

Mitb, What shall I say to sooth her ? speak, Mandani^ 

^'T is your Mitliranes, your old faithiul 

M^nd, Hal 
I ktttHv thee nfw^— thouVt Heaven's vjcegerentj f^ 

To judge, and to condemn me *- 

Thou stridt^tnqvikitor of crimes, b^ore 
Whose great tribunal — see yon dreadful witness ! 
i'^it length it is done — and I am sentcncM ? — Ohf— ^ 
Where have I been ?— ^itliraots ! — [/JfrtMfff. 

Mith, How fares, Mandane ? 
Mand, Harpagiis has cuifi'd me 
iiWtth ail the hoirid truth, and now be 's gone 
To save my son j but, O! I fear too Isite! 
Miih, Then yet thcrc*s hope — 
Mend. Haste to Astarte'a fountain, 
There death disphnys his terrors I [Emi Mrtli* 

Pityhitj gods 1 \^Knm» 

In tbis short interval of sense, O ! bear 
A mother's angjiish ; save hira, save my child j 
Strike from his breast the lifted steal, nor corse 
With a. «on^s blood, afather'sonslnjhaiid! [^90' 
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I never foil — ^my Cyrus lives— 4ie Itres } 

i I shall once Again embi-ace«^biit hark ! 

lit hasty steps ! — ^lia ! 't is Cainbyses ! horror ! 

is dode, *t is |done«>'- \^S'u;ocr.s, 

Enter 'C a m B y s e s, bis Sni;ord drawn and bloody. 
^am. My soul ! Miindane ! speak— rshe hears me not, 
tdess end cold— but sec, life gently breathes 
rw^ her pale icy lips— dirc6^ me, Hoavcn, 
w to recall her wandering spirits liome. 

EnterCYKVS, 
Tyrus. 'T is she, 6 ! :lct me gently steal upon her, 
rgive her tender sool toa soon tlie ahum I 
?«9i. Oods ! is-notthdt the murderer of my son ? 

[Tundng, 
Qprus. My mother pale and breathless I \^Adfvinuin^, 
Cajn^ Pass no further. . . . 
t thou not caird Alccus ? speak. 
^pnu. lam. 
:Utm. My wife 1 

ok up, behold, your wish'd re^'enge complcated 
your Cambyses' hand. lAtUi^ks C>tus, 

Cyrus. Yet stay — O! heavens! 
til m&-**ftrt thouCambyses ? 
Cam. Ye^, thou wretch 1 
jn Cambyscs— die— • 
Qtna . My dearest fother I 

fer your nige first know me for your son, 

icn plunge your wcs^pon here, I will not shrink. 
It bare uiy breast to meet the blow. [Kngcls. 
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Mand. Wliere am 1 1 
Ha * is it possible! what means that form ! 

[Raising bersejfl 

Cam. And shall I Ikten to his sootliing tale, 
All false as hell — no — perish* {Attacks Cyroi. 

Mand, Hold> Cambysea I llkterpCitngt 

Thou kiirst thy son I 

Cam. Hal kill my son I [DH^j hhrwffdt 

Miiftd. My child ! [Embracing Cyms* 

And do I cl35p thee thus I it is too much. 

Cyrus, And dj 1 now taibraGC a mother*s kner^? 
And does she own me too ? 

Cam* Amazement I speak, 
Mandane, do I dream ? Can this be Cyhis > 

Mand, O 1 yea — it is my Cyrys-**gracious Hcavtil 
That snatch' d him from a father's rage I 

Cyrus, My fatlier I [A 

Cam. Rise to my arms, my S€n ! [embrace,'] how 
is my soul 
Pcrplex'd amidst these strange events— Mithrancs** 

Mand, Mithranes still is true^but say, what blood 
Distain'd thy sword ? didst thou not wait but now 
With dreadful purpose ? 

Cam, No— ere I had reach'd 
The appointed place, Mirza by chance assaird me 
With a few scattered guards \ I wounded some. 
Then under favour of the sheltered wood 
Escap'd from their pursuit j and hence the blood 
That wuk'd thy terrors* 

Cyrus, At die sacred fount, 



[ Wtcd long, till Harpagu« appeared, 
Diietos-'d a. wondrous talcj and bade me flj 
To ease a mother^s anguish. 

Etaer MiT«RAN£s. 

Mand. 01 MitbnmtB, 
Kr|iatl>le>t events! 

AGtb. 'Tlie time admits net, princess, 
)f locg congratulations — Harpagiis 
ias told roe all ; the hour of sacrifice 
\t now at hand ; my prince, retire awhile ; . 
nioutoo, Gambysesi for this way the king 
"aoes to the temple. 

Mand. Must we part so soon f 

-42fnv. But for a time-r-farewell — lead, good Mi- 
k- thpanea. [£xeuni Cyrus aW Mithranes. 

Enter Astyages.^m^ Mirza bcb\nd, 

i/Lmd. And wilt thou leave me too ? 

Cam, Mourn not, my love. 
When fliext we meet, we meet m happier hour. 
To part no more. 

ifj/y. -. Mirza, *t is true — but hold. 
Let us observe awhile. 

Cam, Yes, my Mandane> 
Cnce^Cyrus lives — 
' il/(y. What do I hear ? [Asidf. 

Cam, His fortune 
Siall be our "constant theme.-»-Heaven that'preserv'd, 
Sas surely formed htm for a life of glory ; ■ • 



fo cYaus; 

Bat I must hence, farewell, [Cwaj 

Asiy. Cambyscs, stay, [C^mng fur 

Mem, O heavens the king I 
Asij, Let not my presence check 
Your rising joys, I came to share them with youj 
Disclose the wondrous truth : wliat pious c*tre 
Bred up his youth? where is he now concealed? 
Not speak— Mandane — does my daughter too 
Refuse this satisfa£tion to a parent ? 
Since then the father mildJy pleads rn vain* 
The king shall force obedience— seize Canibyses-* 
{Guar its enter and mze him 

£ filer Harp AC us. 
I: Harp* A^tyages, [Inksstii 

Thou art betray'd- -haste— stop the kindling luraultj ' 
Thy preseuce only can prevents 

Mty* What iiiean'st thou ? 
Whence this new alarm ? 

Harp. The rumour spreads 
That Cyrus lives, that now he *s at the templei 
All thither run with speed, to see and swear 
Allegiance to him, while the madding crowds. 
With general voice exclaim, * Cyrus is king I 
* Cyrus still lives, Astyageft shall die/ 

Asty. Perfidious slaves 1 — is this the secret thei?" 
Your breasts concealM ? [Ta Cambyscs ami Mandant. 
But henceforth I 11 forget 
All ties of blood I both perish by this hand. 
The vidlims of my just resentment, iDra 
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A!y king — if it be true that Cyrus livei, 
Preserve his parents still, as hostuges 
That may secure his faith, 

Asiy^ Thou counsel I' st well ; 
Remove them hence i Mirza> the charge be thine 
To Fuard fhcm in my tent ; come, Harpagus^ 
And let us prove the worst i but if we fall, 
We will not fall alone. 

Harp. Assist me now, [Aside ^ 

Ye demons of revenge ; nerve this good arm, 
_And, tyrant, if thou canst, escape my toils. 

\^Exeunt A sty ages and Harpagus on one sidej gnd 
Cambyscs and Mandane m the other y guetrded* 

SCENE IL 



The Ortfve befort the D'weliing &f Mithranes* 

Cyrus alune. 
Yet, yet a little, and thy fortunct Cynif , 
Slull break upon the light ; perhaps this instant 
Verges on tlic discovery— teach me, Heaven ! 
To bear this burst of dignity—^but now 
A simple inmate of these woods j and now 
The heir of Media's empire 1 humble merit 
SufficM Alc^us^ — naiTOw bounds presciib'd 

I His social duties, but the soul of Cyrus 
pxpands to nobler vicns j a prince's virtuw 



Are not coixfin'd to private life, but grasp ^M 

The Jiappiness of mUUoiis^ ^M 

Enter AspASiA^ J^^ 

Asp, Haste, Alcjcus, ^| 

Haste, and paitake the general transpoit t CyniS H 

Yet lives,, i^gain he's foun4> the wretch who fell ^| 

By thee, usurped his title. ^| 

Cyrm. Fair Aspasiaj ^H 

Haw know'^st thou this ? ^H 

Asp, There is no room for doubt : ^| 

These plauns re-echo nothing uaw but Cyrus, [^.^^fijif^l 

\Uark I how applaudiDg shouts proclaim their j^ptiut^f 

.Some scatter Ho^^ers, or round their temples bind ^H 

The festive wreaths, witk tears of gnititude _ -.^H 

Some pay thf Ir thanks to heaven : from rural toll H 

This drags his fellow j in the unfinishM furrow ^| 

Here rests the share j there roves,without their shepbefd^| 

The flock forsaken: inothtrjij wild witk joy, ^| 

Teach their young sons to lisp the name of Cyrus | ^| 

Even age forgets its feeble state f and children, ^| 

Taught by example, though they know not why, ^| 

With infant prattle joia the common voice. ^| 

^ EnUr MiTH]tAN£9 and Guards. ] 

^L Mith. Let ns to the tcniple, I 

TMy prince, these guards by Harpigus are sent | 

For your defence— come tbtm, and with yoair pre^enci} 

Ease }onr impatient fritnds, 
(jrtis* H then my fate 

Ahcady published* 




Uith. All is now proclaim*d» 
And Harpagus has, by undoubted proofi, 
KevealM your birth. 

Cyrus, Didst thou not wish, Aspasia, 
To gaze on Cyrus ? now tliou may'st behold him, 
I am that Cyms. 
jisf. Ha! 

Cyrus, Why droops Aspasia ? 
Dost thou not joy in my success, or docs 
I The heart that trembled for Alcaius' danger, 
\ Kepine at Cyrus* fortune ? 

Aspm Pardon, sir, 
I A simpfe maid, nor wonder that the blush 
' Overspreads my cheek, when I reileiSt, for me 

: ^y sovereign's life exposed. 

Cyrus, Rise, fair Aspasia, 
And know the daughter of my Harpagiis, 
In her defence may histly claim that life 
Her Other's truth preserved. 

Emer Messenger. 

Mitb, Dispatch, my son— 
But who comes here ? whence art thou ? 

Mes, From the temple. 
Where all is tumult and dismay ; the king, 
£ncompass*d by a rebel band, is thrcaten'd 
With speedy death — 

Cyrus, Swift let us fly to save him : 
Whutc'cr the errors of Astyagcs, i • 
G 
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Hk kindretl blood flows throtigh the vcioa of Cjrtts, ] 
Andnaturc shudders at ii parent's danger — 
Away, my friends i fai eweJl, farcweUj Aspasial 

Asp ASIA alone, 
Alcacus— Cyras I — 1 that fatal thou^liti 
My father coo — did I not hear ev'n now, 
Of tumult and revolt — amidst the waste 
Of rebels rnge, where deatli winj^s evYy shaft. 
Who ktiows what perils may surround his life ? 
Then let me fly, and intercept with mine, 
The point tint threats the breast of Harpagxis I 
Or shall he f;\]l ? which all ye powers avert, 
At l^ast partalvc his fate, and die beside him ! 

[Exeunt Cyrus, Mithranes, anJ Cmnh 

SCENE JIL 



Outside Vieno of a magmficent Temple. Clashing of rw9r A 
A^TYAGEs hh sHvordelra^w/fi HARPAGt;$ enlm* 

Astj, Ot pcrjur'd traitors ! where is now the fold 
You vow'd your king ? do all forsr/^ my cause ? 
No, some shall yet be found— wliat, Haqiagus, 
Thou com! St in time to give tljy sovereign aid 5 
Thy loyal sword— 

Harp, Tyrant, thou art deceived. 
Know, H ia by me thou fall'st, 

ylsty. By thee ?*--gonfusioa I 
Is this thy fcdth ? 
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Harp. What fallli was due from hm?, 
Whose son thy fury murdered ? lout:, too \^t\% 
A father's breast has borne the smatlier'd anguish j 
I At length it bursts to vengeance j and this hour ^^_ 
vxa6ts full retribution — blood for blood 1 |H 

>^j/)^. Dissembling traitor! ^^1 

HcTp, 'Tia not now a time ^^ 

LTo waste in vain debate — this to thy hearty 
|*Xhis for my poor Arsaces 1 [Ftght^ 

Cyms, Hold, my people I [iJitbm, 

V^hat T^c transports you ? 't is your Cynis culls, 
I Save, save the king—wheie ia Astyages } 

£7j/^r Cyrus, his s^wd dra^fif ait ended, ^_ 
I ' (^us, *Tis then too late-— tarn, villain—. *^H 

[Qqcs to kiU Harpagusj hjuba tarns to kim* 
Harpagos t— 

Wliat hast thou done !^^ 

1 thou hast stain M my infancy of glorj% -^m 

And late posterity will brand the name ^| 

Of Cyrus, that to ascend the Median thmne. 
He waded through that sacred bloods— my king I 
Lift up your eyes, behold your Cyrus here. 
^stj. Say, what art thou ? — O 1 I have wandered 

long 
I darkness — now, methinks, the scene is drawn j 
PAnd death, that great remembrance r, calls forth 
A tliousand black ideas— who art thou } fll 

Cyms^ Your Cyrus, Mandane's C)tus* "^I 

j^sfj. Art thou ^1 

Gij m 
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jS CYRUS. 

Indeed my Cyrus ? art thou he whose life 
My cruelty pursued ? — hm heaven is just i 
Ast>'ages shall be no longer fear'd — 
Cyrus to thee, as to Mandane*s oiFsprlng, 
My crown shall now descend— my dearest son. 
Be warn'd by me — still venerate the gods, 
And with thy glory veil the shame of-'-oh I 
Cyrus* There fled the royal spirit,-^— 
Hi2rp, Forgive me, prince, however resentment iirg*i 
Thi3 hand against A sty ages, my faith 
To thee has been un&liaken-*witness. Heaven^ 
I die, and die with joy 5 since I behold 
Cyrus restor' d to Medi a , [Sittkh ] 

C^ut, Ha [ thou famt*st ! 
Harp^ Yes, generous youth ! — ^thou nced*st not seekl 
revenge 
For what tliis aim has done— ere I had reached 
Asr^'agesj his weapon pierc'd my brcast» 
And marked me for the shades — this deed of death 
"Was mine alone^to none ray soul imparted 
Her pre-conceiv'd i-evenge ; then with me die 
Remembrance of it — yet there's something more— ^ 
I have a daughter — O ! I faint ! — if aught 
1 ra:iy implore of Cyrus, let her find 

Protection ^oh 1 

man I 



Cyruj, 



: unliappy 1 



Why was thy life thus clos'd, that Cyj-us scarce . 



Without a crime 
Thy merit claims- 



can pay the grateful sorrows 
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Enter Cambtses, Mandane, aa/Mithranes* 

Mand. Alas! alas! my&tlierl 

[Runs to Astyagcs, and kneels hy bim, 
Cyrus, Cambyses and Mandane here ( 
Guw. Amidst 

"he rising tumult now» a chosen txx)op 
kf iiiends assail*d the royal tent, when Mirza 
¥a8 shun, and we were ireed. 

Uemd. Then he is gone — 
& feiilts fink with him to the grave — farewell, 
farewell for ever— my remembrance now 
Looks back but on those happy years, when all 
Aftther^s fondness watched his darling child- — 
rhese tributary tears — 

Cam, Awake, Mandane> 
To l)etter scenes — the tempest that so long 
ias blackened round us, shall be now dispelled, 
bid days of peace succeed. 

Mkb, See where Aspasia, [Looking out. 

lantic with grief, breaks through the pitying crowd, 
ind seeks for Harpagus. 
Cyrus, Unhappy fair one, 
ook to the lovely mourner — thou, Mandane, 
iTilt sooth her orphan soitows. — 
Cam, Droop not, son, 
ut rouse the latent hero ; think from thee 
^hat fate exa6ls ; on thee what nations turn 
'heir long- desiring eyes.- 



8o EPILOGUE. 



Tour obsolete distress may noiv be iold-^ 

Let V set^^tbere's ravisbing — tbat 'j hjery old. 

Tbere V lo^ve tbat scorns a, title and estat e 

Tbese ixjoes of love are 'vastly out oj date I 

nen there ^syour martyr to bis country^ s <weal~^ 

fThat strange distress tbese antients us^d to feel! 

The love of country novo, indeed, runs high ; 

They prove its value most, vubo dearest buy ; 

Think vjhat our patriots pay in sterling gold, 

A single borough for seven years to bold. 

Though here in statu quo / still remain^ 

J ^ve oft been married^ ravish"* d, crovnCd and slain! 

None of all these have been my fate to-night. 

So us^d tofancfd anguish and delight \ 

Yet let me hope you felt the part I bore^ 

Give me your plaudit^-vue can vjisb no more. 



THE END,. 
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ADVERTISEMENT 
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PROLOGUE. 






Written by T. Vaughan, Esq. — Spoken by Mr. Bensliy. 

jTeLL me^ jegods, ye arbiters df njuit^ 
Wh9 rule the heavens, or ijubo lead the pitf 

[Addressing the gallery and pit. 
Whence comes it y in an age rejiu'd hy taste, 
Bj science folish% and by judgment chaste^ 
We see the muse, in Sgnity sublime y 
Led 09 by frcdogtfe, ape-ing pantomime ? 
Whose sportive fancy, and tvhose comic skill, 
M must applaud— tvhere Roscius guides the quill -, 
Tet when Melpomene in grief appears, 
Her suffering virtue bathed in sorrow's tears, 
from tyrant laius, or jealous love oppressed, 
Siuelling ivith silence in her tortured breast, 

-ftw can the heart her genial impulse shew, 

^eelas she feels, or weep another'* s woe j 

f^hengay Thalia has so late possessed 

^he iMigbing transports of the human breast ? 

J^et each her province hep, let jocund mirth 

7b Epilogue alone give happy birth ; 

^ase the struck soul from ev'ry anxious fear, 

-AMwipeJrom beauty" s cheek the silent tear. 

Twice Metastasio' J ww^s have borne our bayes, 
-^nd safely brought him o'er the critic seas-, 
A iij 



Vlll PROLOGUE, 




* Are these cnce fistering ikies ss over-east^ 

* That genim dares mi bra^ve th" inclement blast? 

* Comc^ let me lead ikee, avbere my sons of yore 
' In fancf s fields amass' d their laureate store : 

' With aBinje ptm?ersj aioft, hestrodc the clouds 
' Inspired by kind acclaims of shouting crmvds. 

* Turn thee, ivkere SbaJispere nva*v^d the mystic rod, 
' Andsa^jj a netu ideation 'wait his md» 

* Behold ivhere terror, auith e:eentric striik^ 

* Bursts^ like a tor rent from the motmtains side f 

* Behold ivhere gentle pity heaves the sigh^ 

* Sluicing the fruitful conduit of ike eye f 

* See love, at luhose approach^ ike airy litles 

* Of prirth and freedom, or the jocund smiles 

* Of s^weet content, dispersed in mjild affright^ 

' Mount on their silken swings ami take their flight, 

* See jealousy his hideous form ufrear^ 

* Tine the quick brandy ami shake the ^'cngeful spear: 
' UL'ilcy close behind, fell anguish and disdain 

* Stalk sullen by^ and s^vell his gloomy train, 

* Mark luhire despair points to some distant ground, 

* On blasiedye-ws, inhere tnght -birds shriek etroundy 
' Inhere yawning tombs add horror to the night, 

* Ami meteors flash ihAr momentary light » 

* Here mark thyself, n^hat ^various objeds rise, 

* Nor trust the medium of another's eyes*" 

I spoke'^and gemus strait began to spread 
His ready pdumage, emd my %mce ohty^d. 
Adventurous^ thence, be dares this night aspire 
S' ^mp the *vivid scene *n:ttb native fire* 



PROLOGUE. 



Ts^yf Britons, tben, tviib kind applause, 

"bi flame I kindled in your cause : 

\i said, miben on jour mercy tbrotwi, 

er evety spark, but tubafsjour oivn. 

«r dread sentence, cronvn'd fwitb laurels ivom, 

*ly expeS to greet a son : 

m I bofue deposited ivitbyou, 

istyour bearts to ^*ve it wbere '/ is due. 
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COGENT GARDEN. 



Artabasus, King of Pontus, 
Pharnaces, his son, under the name^ 
of Arsctes, . . f 

Lycomedes, Kingof Bithynia. 

Orontes, Prince of the blood of Bithy- / 
nia, - - f 

Tsr AMINES, General of Bithynia, 
Age nor, ■ Friend to Orontes, 
Zo p Y R u s , Friend to Orontes, 
Officer, - - - 



Cleonice^ daughter to Lycomedes, 
Arsxnoe, daughter to Teramenes, 

Guards, Attendants, &c. 



Men, 

Mr. Barry. 

Mr. Lewis. 

Mr. Bensley. 

Mr. Lee. 

Mr. Hull 
Mr. Whitefieli 
Mr. L'Estranse. 
Mr. Thompson. 

Mrs. Hartley. 
Mrs. Morton. 



Scene, a city on the frontiers of Bithynia, and the country 
adjacent. 




A Gallery. — Enter Te n a M E n e s, Ac e n R , 



tl Teramems, 

GENOH, Still Bithynia rami retain 

iic sword unsheutli'J, and still removed afar, 
^«sill peace, in vain desir'd, n^jck every hope 
^ dear domestic happiness— the leagues 
^'f fa6tIou& printes, whose associate force 
^ias vexM this bleeding land, now yield indeed 
r'o Lycomedes' arms, or rather shrink 
*efoi^ the genius of your noble friend, 

^ge. Arsetes, bied in distant reahns, antl long 
\ wanderer o*er the face of earthy must hail 
l*he hour that led his steps to tread your soU, 
ftjid gave him Teramenes for his friend. 

9Vrfl. Thuugh now the rage of civil stnfe is past. 
Pull well thou know'^t, to-morrow's sun declined, 
liis next returning beam lights up the day 
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Tlat ends the trace with Fontus, and dcmantb 
Our strongest force to meet a mightier foe. 
In Artabasus. 

Age, Five returning snns 
Have changed your vernal groves, since as the brtath 
Of Fame decbres, your armies met and foug^ht 
I On Hippias' banks^ what time your martial powm 
I (Forgive me, if report mislead my tongue) 
how'd to a fortign standard* 

TtTiT. Lycomedes, , 
Whose thirst of glory in liU vigorous life 
Compcli'd the nclghbouririg states to bend lieneath 
Bithynia's yoke i when creeping time had clogg'tl 
The vital springs, and kept his age from scenes 
Of adlive valour, by hi$ generals still 
Maintained the field, and through the nations spread 
His martial terrors^ till that fatal day^ 
When Hippiai , down ]|is current, dyM with blood> 
The frequent corse and glittering ensign bore ; 
Then, midst the slaughter, fell a sacrifice 
To iron war, our king's lamented son j 
A you til, the early darling of his sire. 
The soldier's hopCj and nursling of the field* 
yfge. Oft have I heard PolemoD's name, 
brave 
Unpraftis'd arm encountered Artabasus, 
And from his sword received a giorious death. 

Tera. But though the time's necessity corapcW*( 
Bithynia to the truce, still, still the thought 
Of liis Polemon rankled in the bosom 
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If our affliAcd niQiurch> stiU the hope, 

n»pgii distant hope of vengeance, glow'd withitif 

Uid fed eternal hatred in his soul. 

^hiie now to Pontus* bounds, his army spreads 

i'kjRmquering legions, he forgoes the state 

3f Nicomedias* palace, to reside 

&nudit this dty, whose opposing bulwarks 

&e on the Idngdom's edge, and dare the foe. 

ige. Fvac speaks your rival great, and gives the 
pnise. 
Of might and wisdom to the king of Pontus ; 
Aadmorey *t is said, his son, amidst the files 
Of Rome^s immortal legions, distant far 
E'hMn Pontus, learns the rugged trade of war, 
&nd gathers laurels in his blooming age, 
Rit veterans view with envy : his return 
■ives earnest of new triumphs. 

Ttra. Let lum come; 
^ould yet Arsetes aid Bithynia*s cause, 
Cs sword, with brave Orontes joined, whose hand 
fust sway th* scepter of Bithynia^s reahn, 
Bgfat fix th* unsteady wing of viftory 
'o Ljrcomedes* bands. 
jigt. Orontes^ valour 
onr sovereign deems to merit Cleonice, 
^loae piety forsakes the pomp of courts, 
te sjteidid ease of female life, to attend 
. Iather*s steps, amidst the clang of war. 
at fin* AjTwtes, thou rememberest well, 
Hien first he join'd to thine his social arms, 
B 
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CLEONICE. 



He pkdg'd his faith for live retiiming moons 
To abide your welcome guest, and now the tenth 
Wanes in htr siker orb, 

Tcra, What says Agcnor ? 
My mind, though loth, recalls each circumstance. 
But still I hrp'd Arsctes might be won 
To breathe our friendly air, still mixM among 
Blthynia^s warlike sons, now hovering o*er 
The vprgc of hostile Pontu^, when the time 
And f»hce concurred, to pour with sudden inroad 
The storm of conquest on our hated foe. 
To avenge a form, a worth so like his own — 
■ — -But see, he conies 



Enter Arsetes, 

Belov'd Arsetes, welcome 1 

Youth, at thy presence, buds with bloom renew'd, 

Such as I \vziy when, on Arabia's sands, 

I crush'd tbe wandering robbers of the desert. 

Arse, My lord, too partial friendship ever finds 
New praise for your Arsetes j if I claim 
Of merit aught, here Heaven receive my thanks, 
That bade me wield the sword for Lycomedcs. 

Tfra. And yet Arsetes now methinks forgets 
To prize our country's hono\irs j while the bond 
Of friendship holds no more his changing heart j 
That heart, which once I pressed with transport hei*^. 
Which scem'd with mutual tranfiport to receive 
The love I profFer'd, when my bosom glow'd 
With warmth of gratitude to him, whose arm 
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itdi*d Teramenef from Impending death, 
fierce Lyiippos aimM the threatening blade 
my, defenceless head, when you rush'd in, 
ill then unknown) and sav'd me from the foe. 
ine» 'T was sure some happy star, that led my steps 
that blest moment — ^if I savM the life 
TerameneSy I preserved indeed 
fiuthful counsellor for Lycomedes, 
1 army's chief, but for myself a friend. 
Tera. And wilt thou, my Arsetes, now forsake 
le bands, that late pursued the glorious task 
conquest, taught by thee — ^now when the great, 
I* important moment comes, on which depends 
r monarches fame, our vengeance — ^led by thee 
id brave Orontes, we have stemmed the tide 
inbred tumult : every rebel head 
V lies subdued, and flushed with great success, 
r soldiers now demand, with loud acclaim, 
» pour their fury o'er yon hostile bounds, 
Beadi Arsetes and Orontes. 
/rr. Heaven 

witness here, compulsive honour long 
I challenged my departure — ^yet, till now, 
wM obedience to the frequent calls 
duty I but the flame of civil broils 
length subsiding through your troubled state, 
lost (forgive me, chief, forgive me, friend) 
dd to the powerful voice, and quit Bithynia. 
every toil my sword has known in battle, 
k most the toils I shared with Teramenes, 
Bij 
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Unwilling and compelled, I leave your clime, 
A^nd quit a cou^itry dearer thm my own. 

Tem, FarewelJ, Arsctcs j think that Terameces, 
Feels frora bis inmost soul the fixM resohe 
Of lum> whom once he fondly dceniM by fortune^ 
From all mankind sele^Sted for his friend. 
I '11 seek the king, no less will he regret 
Arsetea' loss, whose presence might insure 
His wish'd revenge, and fix his kingdom's glory. {Exit^ 

Age^ Why droops Aisetes ? O t discover sdl 
Thy secret grief, and let Agenor share it. 

Arse, Indeed thou dost — ^my every thought is thl 
My otlier self, my bosom's counsellor ! 
What needs there more to rend my heart, to fill 
My torturM soul, while loitering here 1 wiong 
ly native soil, the voice of iiUal duty 
Chides rny delay, yet love, the powerful god 
deigns in my breast, and mocks each settled purpofifii 
Come, my Agenor, with thy friendly aid 
Coniirm my thoughts, and teach mc yet to tread. 
Yet to resume the path my feet have left j 
To quit the land where all my joys are centered, 
To tear myself from love and C Iconics- — — — 
O ! never!- never 

A^e, Yet again refle^l^, 
Think what ycu are, to whst has Heaven rescr?Ml 
Your virtues — Shall a kingdom's heir 

Arse, Go on 

'T is honest chiding — Shall a kingdom's heir, 

".lus wouId*st thou say) oa whom tii' cxpecbng^ 
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Of thousands look for happiness, on vvhom 
A Either fixes every dearest hope 
Td see himself renewM to distant times. 
Shall he, forgetting all the claims of glory, 
Forgetdng all the ties of filial duty, 
fiefirands his kmging people of their prince, 
Aad from his sire with-hold a darling son ? 
fti|s-— shall Bithjmia's hostile lands detain, 
Ftam Artabasus' ught his lov'd Pharnaces ? 
Ot no— Agenor-— thou has fir'd my soul ! 
My father I — ^yes, I will embrace the knees 
Of himy whose love reproaches my delay. 
Tet nevefy CleOnice, shall this breast 
Voiget its wonted flame : — Is it a crime 
To adore the sum of all her sex's graces. 
Though wayward chance lias plac'd the hopeless bar 
Of lineal enmity between our loves ? 
4ge. And yet, my prince ; the indulgent hand of 
fate, 
Perchance may weave your future web of life 
With threads of brighter dye ; even love itself 
May find a way to clear the gloomy prospc6l : 
Discojrd perhaps may once again extinguish 
Her hated torch that fires the rival nations. 
And Clconice be the bond of peace : 
Too long, already, strangers have we lived, 
AUen fixmi friends and home : though Artabasus 
Sent you beneath my father's guardian care. 
To learn hard lessons in the school of glory, 
Yet sure the parent suffered in that absence, 
Biij 
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which, as a king, his virtue deeniM woiJd raise 
Your fame, and fit you for a people's weal, 

Jrse* Yes, my Agenor, oft his tcnderest grcctiDfii 
Have warned me to return, when circling time 
Had brought tlie period fix'd for my departure ; 
Or when the pause of arms, or honour's duty 
Permitted me to quit tlie ho3t of Rome. 

Agf, And yet — ^my prince — 

Arse^ And yet — ^too tiTie, Agenor, 
I feel each just repioach — ^the land indeed 
I left, and journeyed o'er a length of soil. 
When fate (for sure 'twan more than common fortimejt 
Prompted my steps to tread Bithynia^s realm. 
Where Lycomedes wagM inteatlne war 
With rebel amis. 

Age* Thy generous valour then, 
Warm'd by the common cause of kings, to assert 
A prince's rights, foi^ot thy country's {o^^ 

Arse, Full well thou know'st I vow\l to every God| 1 
By all the solemn ties that bind mankind. 
Ne'er to reveal, while m tliis hostile land 
My couiiti^', or my bhth ; this urg'd by thee, 
I swore, when first I told thee my de«gn, 
I'o gaz-; on Cle on ice's wondrous charms. 

Age. Nor vain tlie caution— think, O think, bow i 
It yet imports to keep the mighty secret : 
Alas! my friend I tremble, had your father 
Been conscious whether fortune led the steps 
Of his Phainacesi could he know the land 
Of Lycomedfs now det^dns his sob^^— 
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V idea starts a thousand i«ars : should now 

ne dreadful chance betray you to the foe ; 

dndder at the thought — then let us hence, 

ad to the longing troops of Pontus give 

bkxmiing hero, promisM oft in vain : 

hen let us hasten — by my father's shade 

aow adjure you — for Phamaces once 

tcr'd his Tiridate s 

irjr. Witness, Heaven, 

iw dear I held him ! — Artabasus only 

old claim a nearer duty o'er my heart, 

le guide, the great example of my youth ! 

thinks I now recall the fatal day 

lat snatched him from us— -O, my lov'd Agenor! 

le scene is present to my eyes 1 see 

le battle rangM, when to my ardent gaze 

1 hand experienced pointed out the files 

rigid war, and taught me where to drive 

e thunder of the field ; when Heaven so wiird, 

distant arrow sent with deadly aim, 

Tc'd his brave breast— 

fjftf. Then midst the distant fight, 

iras not given Agenor's hand to close, 

lying parent's eyes 

t'le, I'hese arms received 

e venerable chief—* Take, take,' (he cry'd) 

liis last cmbrace^ — ^still let the dear remembrance 

f Tiridates' counsels move his prince, 

Lud, for my sake, be kind to my Agenor.' 

could no more, but left in thee his pledge 
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Of truth and amity- — since which my soul 

Has held thee ever partaer of her f^ae, 

R^r better half, her other Tiiidatc*; ! [Embrace* 

Age, I am indeed thy Tiridatea — ^yes. 
My father, from thy seats of bhss and peace, 
See, how thy prince rewards thy loyal fdth, 

And^ ill his love, supplies a parent's loss 

And yet, forgive me, prince, tliy words awake 

Remembrance of tliat day for ever mourn' d ! 

My father 

Jrse. Go, Agenor, since my last 
Resolves are fix'd — provide whatever requires 
To quit this court — to quit my Cleonice, 

Though dead; is in the thought! thy piety 

Reproaches raine— ere yet the mounting sun 
Whose early ray now gilds the face of mom, 
Attain hh nud^day seat, the camp of Pontus 
Shall see Phamaces and Agenor. [£.v// Agenor* 

Arje. l£one,} Yet 
Be still, my heating heart— O, Cleonicel 
I feel htr now — Instruct me evwy God 
In sootlving speech 1—0, teach my lips to breathe 
In gentle sounds, the fatal word"-farev\eli \ 

O routes here 1—and n not this the blest* 

The destln'd husband of ray Cleonice 

I shall relapse— for if I think — distraction 

Ensues, and fame and peace are lost for c\erl [Exit* 

Enter Orontes. 
Or9, Sure *t was Arsctes 1 that malignant planet, 
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That thwurti my course, whene'er my fiery soul 
Woqldt eagte-wing^d, stretch her aspiring tiight, 
fie soars above me still — Have I not worn 
The mask of loyal faith, smoothed o'er the dark 
The taUen brow of deep design, with smiles 
My heart confessed not ? — What have I not done, 
Fbr thee Ambition ! — Let not pale Remembrance 
Utriew the past, or p^nt a scene to stagger 
Hie sickly resolution — deeds long done. 
That sleep secure from every mortal ken, 
Arebnt as shadows in the coward eye 
Of conscience — -Hence I — Orontes^ soul disdains 
Xbe phantoms of remorse. 

Enter ZorYKvs, 
Now, my Zopyrus— 
%)eak ; hast thou aught that claims my ear ? 

Z9p, I learn 
That the young stranger who so deeply witched 
The madding multitude, prepares this day 
To leave Bithynia's court. 

Oro, It cannot be 

Jixsetes \ ' s peak — what at this fated time. 
When war again unfolds his brazen portals, 
And Pontus biings to view its crested thousands j 
A tempting prospeft yet untry'd, to prove 
Hb sword It cannot be ! 

Zcp. This hour Agenor 
Declared Arsetes's purpose. 

Oro, Speed it, gods ! 
Come near, Zopyrus, to thy faithful ear 



%^ CLEONrCE. 

I 've oft disdosM the secrets of my heart. 
Where Love, but most Ambition holds Kis sway. 
This stranger is my bane^I shrink beneath 

His better genius even the ficl J that once 

Cro\tn'd this good sword widi honours, yields me now 
But withered laurels, which his brow disdains j 
Willie the blind herd on him, with full -mouthed 

clamour, fl 

L^ivlsh their shouts, ^^^| 

Zap, Yet fortune has securM i^^H 

Your brightest hopes — has not o\tr king declar'd V 
Orontes, next by birth, ascends the throne ? -I 

Have not the assembled states confirmed the right I 
Of just succession ? hastening on tlie steep I 

or downward life, our king, though high in spiriti ■ 
Blazing with wasting light, that soon must fail, ■ 
Shall sudden sink to niglit, and le*»ve to thte ^^H 
A glorious rising to impetiHl greatness ! ^^| 

Fair Cleonice too shall bless your bed, ^^^B 

And with her beauty smooth the toils of empire, ■ 

Orif. 'T is true, the charms of Clconice well ■ 
Might claim the tongue of rapture — yet Zopj rus> I 
While great Ambition** sun lights up my liame, ■ 
The star of Love looks sickly at his beams, I 

Zsp, What more can crowm your wish, when Ha]« 
ness, M 

In all your soul aspireis to, soon shall open ^ 

Her welcome arms^Mean-time the king, my lord, I 
Esteems, and holds you high above the ratik V 

Of JJicomedia-s nobles. I 
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Oro. TVue, Zopyrus; 
pile of the tardy warmth of cautious age 
Ne worked me deep in Lycomedes' soul, 
ty more than common zeal to avenge his son. 
kit home-bred 6i6noD, spreading through the land, 
>»ipell*d us to the hated truce with Pontus : 
rill nowy mne moons elapsed, this upstart chief 
tept in, to bear away the prize of arms 
>ie to my elder iword, while Teramenes 
^Tkh partial eye beheld his every deed, 
lad idolisM the work himself had rais*d. 

Zfp* Yet comnKm rumour speaks that friendship 

holds 
h strongest bands Orontes and Arsetes. 

On. Even so, my friend and policy demands 

Tiat he who runs the mingled race of life, 

look! learn to veil himself, and oft appeiu* 

lie thing he is not«— 

Z§f» Sbofold propitious fortune - 

emove yowr rival hence 

Onf. If this report 



e, the dark eclipse that late has frownM, 
7 more, my friend, shall intercept my f:ime j 
he war^s great field, at this auspicious time 
ignn, shall not enrich a stranger's hand. 
It fidl the harvest of Orontes' sword. [Exeunt, 
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AC^IL SCENE I, 



A GanUrty ivi/b Palm-treesy Olives, and other E&slm 
PUmU, Enter C t e o Ni c e . 

CUmice, 
Alas ! it will not be ! and fond remembrance 
la vain recalls tlie past where, where b now 
That reason's boast, which o'er creation lifts 
The pride of niati, when fickle as the gale 
That sweeps the blossom from the bough, oiir passion* i 
Veer with each hour, and shake our best resolves? 
How is my bosom chang'^d ! — no longer now, 
From my example, mother's teach the young 
And tender maid, who dreads each swelling wave 
That heaves but gently o*er the stream of life. 
To rise superior to h&t sex's weakness I 

Enter Arsinoh, 

Jrn, Friend of my life, whose partial choice 
given 
Arsinoe long the privilege to pass 
The ceremonious bounds, which birth and title 
Had placed between us, wherefore art thou chang'd 
From her that lov'd, and lov*d but her Arsinoe ? 

Cleo. Still art thou here the partner of my heart: 
Then wherefore this reproach ? and why complain 
^ F change tliat never yet this breast has know^? 
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We wgrt two plants that grew in friendship's soil. 
And promisM fruits of never-dying love. 

Ard* Then every care that Cleonice knew 
Arsinoe too has shar'd— but late I 've mark'd 
That Cleonice, different from herself, 
Shuns even Arsinoe^s presence, ever seeks 
The lone recess, and brooding o'er her thoughts. 
Morses some hidden grief— —soon war again 
Shall loose its rag e p erhaps the threatening danger 
Alarms your fear. 

GEw. Thou know'st that I alone 
^ooain^d the comfort of a father's age, 
When htc, that tore Polemon from the hope 
Of hift Bithynia, from a husband's arms 
A hapless consort sever'd, thou remember'sf-, 
Mj motfaer, sad Arete, bow'd with grief. 
Soon mix'd her ashes with the son^s she mourn'd : 
T%en, left in early youth, my converse oft 
Qtoth'd a fond parent's pangs, when recolIefVion 
Ibis'd up the form of blessings lost for ever t 
While, as I grew, paternal fondness saw 
V^th partial eye his Cleonice' s mind 
fexpand beyond, her sex : hence not alone. 
The soft, the winning talents, that to life 
Gire female polish, but the greater arts 
Ennobling man were taught my ripening age. 
Bat, o'er the rest, my sire, whose bosom glow'd 
T^avienge his son, enur'd my thoughts to cherish 
Deep hatred of the foe by whom he fell. 
Jbrn^ Hatred and vengeance ill agree, my friend, 
C 
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with tender grief like thine — estrangM from all I 
Thy wonttrd temper, solitude bespeaks | 

Far other cliangc — Then seek not to deceive I 

The se:u"ching eye of fiiendship. 

CUo. Alas! Arsinoe, 

I ted the woman here thou said'st but now 

That war agahi must svxjn unloose its rage : i 

Is there Jio cause for fear ? whate'er the tongue I 

Of stoic fortitude miy boast j the mind. 
The generous niinJ that owns life's dearest ties, 
Will nourish feelings pride disdains to own, I 

Arsi, Kevolveour present state, our country's tword, ■ 
Novv usM to vi6tory, gives high expeftance I 

Of future triumphs, while for you, my friend, 1 

If love, if grandeur charm, Bithynia's throne | 

Shall raise you high, and Hymen light his torch 

At Cupid's fltime Is not the first of men, 

The first of heroes, yoiirs ? Yes, Glconicc, • | 

Each anxious doubt shall fleet like morning mist, T 
And ah be lost in your Orontes' arms. J 

Clto, Orontes* arms 1^ O, Heaven ! what have I J 

said I 1 

By every tie of love But whither — whither j 

Now rove my thoughts ! Leave, leave me^ my ArsinOM 
To brood in secret o^'er my treasured sorrows. I 

i^r/i. Scarce from her tenth fair crescent has tM 

moon f 

Silver M night's fleecy robe, since I *ve beheld, I 

Though silent, I 've beheld thy altered mien ; i 

ks e'er smce the day, when *inidst the rankj. 
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Of rebel arms my father 'scnp'd Mrith life, 

faf'd by the gallant aid of brave Arsetes. 

HaU^thou art pale— and now the mantling blood 
Returns once more— Whaf en this mran ? — My heart 
P« caught the alarm, and, Oh ! my soul forebodes 
ffiitress and anguish to my hopeless Inve. [ AsiJe, 

Cleo. It must be so lience every vain respeft I 

I can no more dissemble Hear, Ajsinoe, 

Hear then, and pity Cleonice's weakness ! 
While Lycomcdes, with a monarch's care, 
Plans future sclicraes of greatness — CU onice, 
tiOit to herself, her rank, her sex's glory, 
^otes on the merits of a youth unknown ! 

Jrsi. Orontesthen 



Cfe». Orontes I— —name him not- 



1 own his worth — I own the sacred rights 

A king and father claim— —but I must own, 

Though while I speak, confusion fills my soul, 

Arsetes bears down all j and though the pride 

Of fortune rais'd me high above his hopes, 

A pleader here, which nothing could withstand. 

By looks, by deeds, by all that can ennoble 

The pride of youthful manhood, had prepared 

My easy bosom to receive the guest. 

That now, sole tyrant, reigns my bosom's lord ! 

Jrji, Then am I lost indeed! [AsiJe, 

Cleo. Go, my Arsinoe, 
And learn if aught is rumour'd that pertains 
To my Arsetes : — soon this favoured hero 
Will leave Bithynia's court— but still remember 
Cij 



Veil'd in thy faithful breast to keep my secret: 1 
To thee I trust my life, my fame, my all ! [£vfr ArslJ 
Cles, lAioMS,] Lost and bewildered stiil I rove ill 
fate's i 

D bt re«f ul hby ri nth . -Why, Cleon ice, I 

Why didst thou leave the shore of calm indifferencf, 1 
Tj launch upon the dangerous sea of love ? 

E/tUt* Ly COM EDE^i <rff*/TERAMENES. J 

Ljcom. Tliis day, my Cleonice, surely dawns I 
With happiest omens — He, whose valiant arm, I 
Join'd with Orontes, qacU'd our rebel sons j I 

To whom the pubUc voice gave every suftragc I 

Of grateful tribute, thrcatenM to forsake I 

Our realm, and bear to other climes his sword. ^^J 
But Teramencs, who with cotuisel sage ^^H 

For ever watches o'er hrs country's weal, ^^1 

Has found th? happy means to Hx hmi here, J 

To graft his virtues on Brthynia's stock, ^^B 

Blest earnest of revenge ! ^^H 

C/^«, What means my father? [iiiM 

My lord the duty Cleonice owes I 

Her country's welfare, and herfatlier's honour, I 
Demands my thanks for every aid that Heaven I 
Givc3 to Bithynia's strength— and sure, Arsetcs I 
Stands first in martial praise — Bu": say, my lathcti I 
What happy means has Teramenes found I 

To iix him yours ? I 

^^ /jcam. Such means as oft have dealt m 

^B^^tlon on mafikind *. what oft luas drawn m 
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The tword of violence, may now secure 

A iiation*8 feme and vengeance — Yes, whatc'cr 

Anetes^ race or countr}', beauty's charms 

Ittnre hit future service. — Fair Arsinoe, 

Thy virtuous friend, shall bind her native land 

In £;ratefttl thanks for such a heroes valour. 

Oar friendy our Teramenes, joins to his 

Aninoe^s hand, and gives, in such a son, 

A great ally in Lycomedes* cause. 

I^ by Orontes^ and Arsttes* valour, 

What may Bithynia's squadrons not atchieve ? 

Cleo. lAsuteJ] Support me, Heaven I [To Ter.]— 
sir, I confess the virtues 
Of my Arsinoe, and her beauty's charms : 
Permit me yet to ask you, if Arsetes 
Has e'er rcveal'd— Perhaps some distant fair, 
Vrhose love and beauty had possess'd his soul, 
Impels him to forsake Bithynia's court. 

Tera. No, princess-^-if this judgment, not unskilled 
In human kind, can read the thoughts of men. 
He loves Arsinoe : late have I observed 
His bosom laboming with the stilled passion. 
Of recent birth ; and well I know my daughter 
Owns, with a virgin blush, Arsetes' virtues : 
Nor could a youth, whose fortune only rests 
In his own merits and his sword, refuse 
That hand which Nicomedia's noblest peers 
With transport would receive. 

Lye, Why droops my daughter ? 
Still cherish hope j a train of better days 
C iij 
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Succeeds, where vengeance brightens up the prospeft, 

My age's darling ! 'tis for thee my soul 

Still labours, though declining years would fain 

Woo me to shades of peace — to raise thee high. 

With thy Orontes, and ayenge my boy, 

I scorn repose — nor will J rest till these 

Old eyes behold in chains or breathless stretched 

The cruel foe by whom Polemon fell ! 

Come, Teramenes, let us seek Arsetes, 

Then once again renew our vows to pour 

The \yar's whole rage on Artabasus' head. 

\Exeunt Lye. and Ter, 
Cleo* \_Alone.'\ It is ejiough— misfortU|ie now ha^ 
spent 
Her utmost shafts — and | defy the future I 
O, Cleonice ! has thy struggling bosom 
For this so long contended ? Oft when pride 
Of inborn dignity, when sense of fame. 
And every duty to a father, urg'd 
My soul to combat love-»rhow have the words 
Of perfidy ensnar'd my easy heart ! 
Deceived — rejected — wedded to Arsinoe ! 
But hence ! — avaunt ! — I will-^I would forget 
The perjur'd, yet the once belov'd Arsetes ! 
But see ! — the traitor comes 1 — O, heaven ! away 
With woman's weakness — meet him as befits 
a princess slighted and her love betray'd ! 

Enter Arsetes. 
While thus the fairest of her sex withdraws 
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olkude and sadness, shuns the gaze 
dmirationy let Arsetes yet 
ide on Cleonice*s lonely hours 

znitl fate compels 

Srv. My lord, forbear 

I needed not— a hero's towering soul 
v high above the weakness of the lover : 
« tliou wilt part, it is not Cleonice 
here detain Arsetes^-othcr charms— 

I forget myself^— excuse me, sir 

atc'er your aims — let not my presence damp 
! gjorious fortune love and fate prepare 

I think not e'er, awakenM fiom lier dream 
fond credulity, that Cleonice 

II dowd your joys, or stop your path to greatness. 

[Exit. 
fru. lAlone,^ Where am I ? sure I dream — my every 

sense 
)st in wild amazement——. 

Enter Age nor. 
{gf/. AH is ready, 
1 nothing now remains but that we quit 

lynia's court for Artabasus' camp 

at moan those looks of sorrow, wherefore heaves 
IF swelling breast, while clouded with despair 
IT eyes, in silent pause, reproach the gods ! 
!iw. Alas ! what shall I say — could'st thou believe it, 
mor ? she for whom my soul had near 
got a kingdom's fame, a father's love. 
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Each nice respe£t of honour, made my name 
To future times the scorn of every tongue, 
That fathers to their sons might point the example. 
And bid them fear to fall as fell Phamaces ! 
E\ren she, my friend, has now with cruel scorn. 
Repaid my love ■ ■ 

yfge, O, sir, forgive Agenor j 
But sure in pity fate concurs even here 
To hasten your resolves — whatever the cause 
Of Cleonice's anger, every moment 
Is v/ing'd with peril — think what foes conspire 
Against your father's peace, his life and fame. 

Arse, No more, no more, Agenor — ^best of fricndjj 
In thee thy father Tiridates speaks. 
Pharnaces ! still thou shalt retrieve thy glory. 
Burst from the veil of dark obscurity 
And blaze in virtues beam — But yet, Agenor ! 
O, yet induge a heart that sinks beneath 
Accumulated anguish — can I leave 
My Cleonice thus — alas ! who knows 
How soon, by rash resentment urg'd, her hand 
May to Orontes yield her plighted faith ! 
While absent hence Pharnaces. 

Age, Wilt thou then linger here,, unmindful still 
Of fame and Artabasus ? 
Arse. No — this night. 
Be witness every power ! we leave the court— 
This only day indulge a lover's fondness ! 
The care be thine that Artabasus soon 
Receive this signet, with the welcome news 
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That fan Pharnaces, his expedled son» 

Will joiny ere jct they reach the bounds of Pontus, 

Bis native bands^— there, kneeling at his feet. 

Implore forgi ven ess — ^in this interval 

Of fate and love, these Wpi shall once Again 

Assail with every soothing eloquence 

The cruel Cleonice ; then, Agenor, 

To Axtabasus will topen all 

My stcrtt heart — perhaps some future day 

(O, busy hope I) may give me undisguised 

To plead my cause before her, when my sighs 

ISBllin her breast revive the tender flame, 

^And love with endless rapture crown Phai-naces! 

[Excu7it sc^jemUy. 

SCENE n. 



: AGaBnyp EnUr Lycoiiedss and Tekauehes, 
I Ljco, How stand the soldiers* hopes, my Teramenes ? 
What spirit breathes among their ranks, to give 
|A presage of the war ? 

Tefa. The troops on fire, 
Demand alone Orontes and Arsetes ; 
Wth loud reproach they execrate the foe, 
And hail with joy the near expiring truce. 
; Lye. Yes, Teramenes — civil discord now. 
That sheathes her sword, has left revenge to rear 
Her dreadful banner — Nemesis has heard 
Ow solemn vows against exulting Pontus. 
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No more Polemon^s ghost shall haunt my dreams, 

Arsetes and Orontes shall exteud 

^fy name to htest times j the glorious love 

Or empire and of arms, that fir'd iny youtli, 

Sh?il vvjiriii my frozen age — too lon;^ compcird 

I smothered in my breast the fiame of hatred 5 

But when my soul forgets thy loss, Polemon, 

Disgrace and ruin o'er these silver iock.s 

Shed their black influence ! — Orontes, welcome i 

What hear'fit thou of the foe ? 

Enter Orontes. 

OrQ, Not unprepared 
The king of Pontiis, from Hemclea's walls, 
Jtas drawn the choicest sons of valour forth. 
That lie cncampd beside ParrhcDius' stream. 

Tna. 'T is said they wait the arrival of Phamaco 
(I'he kingdom'5 hope) whom Artalaasus sent. 
What time Bithynia signed the truce with Pontuii 
To distuint Rome to train his yoiitli in arms. 
And Fame, v;ith loudest tongue, proclaims his prai^. 

Lye, A striplinjj when he left his father's court ? 

Tern, He was; and now scarce twenty suns '. 
ripened 
Our fruitful years, since Artabasus gained 
By him a parent's name. 

Lye. Such as he is — 
O, scorpion memory I such perhaps had becti 
Bithynia's heir and Lycomcdcs^ son I 
O, Tcramencs ! O, Oronteb 1 pity 
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iifadm^tfee^qgi — Thou, Orantes, saw'st 

4f bapleu boy — tl^ |noas arms embraced 

liCy lost Polemon, as life*s gashing stream 

Iprinkkd fals tradding laurels — where was then 

Ufafther't Tengeful sword, while to his tent 

Toa bore lum pale and senseless, distant far, 

Bebuii^d by toward age^ these ears receiy'd 

The dreadiul tidings, when his frantic mother 

Xaded her wRtdied being — Powerful Jove ! 

^hed finom thy bitter um the dregs of anguish 

!te my poor span of life, withhold each comfort 

^Whkli creeping years, overwhelmed with sorrow, claim, 

V I fiHighpe the cmel hand that cropt 

Tins blooming plant, which ehe had flourished now 

Jiad thdterM with hit shade my wasting age ! 

Or9* Soon dial! we lead th* embattled squadrons forth 
Qa ArtabMOs— should this boasted son 
Jtetuniy though conquest-plumM, he comes perhaps 
ik fitted TiRini-N>- 

' Ljc» 01 thi^ thought, Orontes, 
BifCS ▼igOOT to my nerves ! — Ye powers of vengeance I 
u> hear a fiither^s voice, and through his son, 
Kh Artabasus*8 heart, that after years 
Of ted&ms expe^tion, now at length 
ltctara*d and scarcely welcomM, he may fall 
Adreaidfiil sacrifice — then through the sense, 
The tiuilling sense of fond parental love, 
Bf hit Phamaces let him know the pangs 
Of LjTCOmedes, wlien Polcmon fell ! [Exeunt, 
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A prhvaU Apartment* — EHftrQv^QmQ^ and A^%inti 

CUenice, 
Talk not of comfort — H is in vain, Arsinoc 5 
Arsetes leaves us— my relentless scorn, 
Impeird by frantic jealousy, tbe madness 
Of woman's love, drives from Bithynia*s court 
The first of warriors : his right hand, that still 
Held ViOory captive, now to happier realms 
Shall bear his fortune and his fame—the sun 
That rises on tbe war shall see our troops 
Pale and dismayed for their Arsetes lost* 
Who knows the event ? — the same declining son 
Jklay blush upon Bithynia's shame, and guild 
With favouring rays the tents of Artabasus^ 
May smile upon his arms j while Lycomcdc* 
Curses each day that wider spreads his shame. 

Arsi, Alas \ my friend, your warmth of temper fn 
The gloomiest prospefls of imagin'd terro r 
Though fortune now may frown- 

Ci£Q, Tbeetoo, Ai"sinoe, 

Thee have I wrongM forgive thy Cleonice— 

Art thou to blame, if, fram'd for gentlest passignsi 
Thy breast, the seat of innocence and love, 
Confest tlie m^ly beauties of Arsetes, 
Not bound by cruel ties of fame or duty ? 
Itouzs, rouze, my teeblc virtuc-.-yet, I fistl 
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New strength^ and should Arsetes yet remain — 
I thinky Aninoe — Heaven support the thought I 
I think — I could resolve to yield him to thee— 
But see, thy father—— 

Enter Teramenes. 

Tera. AU the hopes we form'd 
To keep Arsetes here, dissolve in air ; 
Thus <^f presumptuous man too fondly grasps 
Ideal good t tht hero, whom we deem'd 
, SecurM by ereiy tie, declines the hand 
By Hymen given^ endowed witli wealth and honours | 
While candour blushes on his modest cheek. 
He owns Arsinoe's virtues, owns the fate 
That now forbids him to receive her love. 
Or kmger to remain Bith3mia*8 guest. 

On, Still art thou true, Arsetes ! 

Tira, MyArsinoe, 
Why heaves thy bosom ? — Still our guardian gods 
We trust will smile. 

Arsi. My lord, Arsinoe stands 
Pt«par*d for all — be witness. Heaven ! how oft 
1 checkM each flattering hope : forgive, my fether. 
The involuntary sigh i perhaps the last 
The fruitless efibrt of expiting passion! 

TWw- Call up the thoughts that suit thy sex and rank : 
Time shall, with lenient hand, relieve thy anguish. 
Thy princess, with the gracious warmth of fiiendship 
Shall shed the balm of comfort in thy wounds : 
—Still art thou sad! — permit me, Gleonicei 
n 
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Awhile retired, with dear paternal cotinsels* 
To arm her tender hreast, that peace again 
May chnsc despair, and ease an anxiovis father. 

[Exit ivith Amt 
fleo, [Alone^l Though my heart jays to find Arai 
true, 

I am I wretched ^yet again methmks. 

Fain would I once again behold th;it face 
Where love, where faith I — but O ! 't is madness 
Doomed to Orontes, when the lonely hour 
Invites to shades of sorrow, tyrant duty 
Makes even ray grief a crime — but let me still. 
Let me once more, while yet without reproach 
I may indulge the sight, behold Arsetes, 
Talie the hit sad adieu — and like a wretch 
That shivers on the precipice of fate, 
Enjoy the parting glimpse of peace and happluesi^ 
Then sink at once to miseiy and Orontes. [I 



SCENE IL 



4 



A HaU,-^Enter Lycomzdes, Ter.amenb&, 
Orontkj. 

Lye* The gods have heard om- vows, my Tcran 
Ere yet the night ascends, to Fontus" camp 
Phamaces will return j even now we heard 
From certain tidings, that the prince's signet 
Received by Artabasus, had confirniM 
Mis near approach*- 
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Tira* My liege, the enemy- 
Will fed new vigour from the expe6ted sight 
Of young Pharnaces — ere a few short days 
Are past, th* advancing troops by Areas led 
Will join our arms ; united then, our bands 
May rush to certain conquest. 

Oro» Teramenes, 
Forgive me, if my soul revolts from counsels 
Which frigid prudence dilates — shall we then 
Kemain inglorious, skulk within our walls. 
To wait uncertain aid — ^permit tlie foe 
To gather strength and courage from the presence 
Of this Pharnaces ? — O ! forbid it, virtue 1 
That virtue which has fired Bithynia's sons 
To glorious conquest and extended sway i 

Z/f • My empire's hope I on whose succeeding reign . 
Sits expe6tation : this Pharnaces still 
Turns every scale of fight j his towering spirit. 
Enthusiast of the battle, looks with scorn 
On vulgar honours. — 

Pro. To this boasted hero. 
Decked in his foreign triumphs, send the trump 
Of stem defiance, tliat Pharnaces' arm 
May meet with mine before the camp, and give 
A glorious opening to the morn of war ! 

LjfCm — 'T is nobly utter'd — thy impatient sword 
May find employment — to tlie hostile camp 
A herald shall to-morrow bear our challenge 
To this Pharnaces, in the listed field 
Next day to engage in single fight, the champion 
Dij 
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Bithynia's king shall send — ^but since the life 
Of fny Oronte« on the greut event 
Suspended han|^s — ^to thine six warriors mor« 
Shall join their dauntless names. 

OrQ, Let instant lots 
Decide the combatant j or rather iix, 
Witliout the chance of lots, Oronte^"* sword. 
Which here he tenders, vowing from Pharnaccs 
To tear his recent spoils, and to the manes 
Of your Polemon shed his life, or fall 
Himself a victim, happy in the applause 
Of his loY'd sovereign, and his country^s tearf . 

Enter Arsetes. 

Arse, Permit me, sir, since time, with rapid wiu 
Now mocks my stay, to waken your remembrance^ 
That caird by fate to other ties which honour. 
Which duty must enforce, Arsetes now 
prepares to leave the court, reluctant leave 
That court, where Lycomedes' royal hand 
Sheds lavish honours on his poor desert. 

Lye. Vet ere thou goeac, thy valour that has longi 
Sustained pur arms, may add one labour more ; 
For still methinks, Arsetes, would my soul 
Detain thee bere j but fate, I know not why, 
In thee from Lycomciles tears a hero. 
Whom next Orontes he esteemed his son j 
This very now, ere thy arrival here, 
A challenge was decreed to dare Pharnaces 
fiin|fle iight-*Orontes, *midst the list 
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Of noble candidates for fune, demands 
The glorious peril, let us add to these 
Arsetes* name, and instant lots decide 
The champion fated on his venturous sword 
To bear Bithynia's vengeanc e 

Jtrse. lAside.^ Ha! what means 
My wayward destiny! 

Oro. Behold the champion 
Thy choice selefts — see, Lycomedes, see. 
Suspense is on his brow — Is this the man 
Wbose arms so oft 

Arse, Yes, 't is the man, Orontes I 
Who fought Bitbynia's battles, he whose forc e 
But I am calm — ^No, Lycomedes, think not 
I shrink from honour's trial — should the lot 
Bring forth Arsetes' name — ^believe me, sir. 
Whatever Phamaces — I alone perhaps 
Am doom'd his viftor, when the world shall own 
That what Phamaces was, is then Arsetes. 

Lye. Enough, enough j — thy zeal, Orontes, here 
Prompts thee top far j nor thou, Arsetes, heed 
Onmtes* eager warmth — ^to dare beyond 
The level of mankind, and bravely reach 
At virtue's height, is all that human firmness 

Can boast her own Success, enthroned above. 

Beyond a mortal's power, by Heaven alone 
Commissioned, crowns the deed— now let us hence—* 
The lots once drawn, soon as the fated morn 
Ascends the steep to gild the turret's height, 
Pig 
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Our kiught shall wait the signal. 

lExeuftt Lyrt Tcr, and Oran? 
Arse. {Alom,'] Deity 
Of blind events ! — say, whither wouldst thou lead 
Pharnac;.$ now ?'^yet let rae once again 
Behold my Cleonice, then forsake 
Thk fatal realm, no more a f;;ijn\i ally 
To tread with hostile step Bithynia's court. 

Enter Cleonice. 

She coraes — once more 't is given me to address 
My Cleonice — 'midst surrounding perils 
Yet happy, if I once again can pour 
My sours full anguish here 

Cteo, Alasl Arsetes, 
What sliall I say, how speak my bosom's tumult J 
I fear too much I wrong'd thee ; though our fate 
Cun ne'er unite us, yet I feel my heart 
Will never cast Arsetes from tlie tlirone 
Where Love hath placed hira.*^-^ 

Jrji, O ! thou most unkind ! 
What had I done to merit I — ^when my soul 
With anguish bled 

CUo. Alas r I thought thee false, 
And though I knew thou never could'st be mioey 
I could not bear another should receive 
That lovct which once I deem'd was mitt€ alone* 

Jrie^ Another, Cleonice l is there then 
'^dst the blooming circle of your sex 
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A maid whose charms— what treacherous tongue 

has dar'd 
Traduce my faith ? 

Cko. The king and Teramenes 
DedarM your purpose to espouse Arsinoe ; 
Fir'd at the thought, my rash ungovern'd temper— 
Thou know'sC the rest. 

Arse. Forbear, I know too much : 
For this, thou could*st unheard condemn the man 
That lives not but in thee; bid the same breath 
That warmM my love to rapture, like a frost, 
Nip every blossom of my future hopes !— • 
Thou never lov'dst— — 

CUo. Then wherefore am I wretched ? 
Unjust Arsetes ! give me back, ye powers. 
That blest indifference, when as yet this pulse 
Had never learnt to beat, these nerves to tremble 
With fear, suspense, with all the nameless train 

That banish peace for ever In Orontes 

I viewed a prince, to whom paternal care 

Had pledged my nuptials ; till a stranger's virtues 

Drove every thought from Cleoiiice's breast 

Of interest or ambition — still remember 

I will — I would retain the inbred dignity 

That suits the daughter of Bithynia's king. ■ 

Enough, Arsetes, that my soul has stoop'd 

To own her weakness — ^yet since cruel Fate 

Forbids our union, when thy heart selefls 

Another love, may every happiness 

That crowns the fondest pair———* 
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Arse, O I never, never ! 
This bosom traitor to its first—— 
CUo. The king 

Entei' Lycomedes. 

Lyco, Well dost thou honour here the man whose 
sword 
May turn tlie tide of viftory— my daughter. 
Behold Arsetes, now decreed to meet 
In combat with Phamaces — know, the lots 
Of fate are drawn ; our fame is in thy hands ; 
Thou art our champion. 

Arse, Since the will of destiny 
Seals me thy warrior ; till the morn dissolves 
The truce with Pontus, let me from the court 
Awliile retire, on something that concerns 
My weal, my honour — when the blush of dawn 
Shall strike the altar on the forest's edge 
To Mars devoted, there thy guard shall find 
A champion arm'd to meet Bithynia's foe. 
If Artabasus' son accept the war. 

Lyco, Till then the hours be all thy own— —Nor 
claims 
Bithynia, or Bjthynia's king, from.thee 
But what befits thy honour — should success 
Attend our hero's arms, these walls shall ring 
With joyful paeans, and to crown the day 
With jubilee, the day that sets us free 
From such a foe, Orontes to the altar 
ShsM lead hisCleonice^ and the garlandv 
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Of Hymcn'^s triumphs mingle with the pabns 
Which vivT^ory displays — The important hour 
Demands my counsel hence^till next we meet. 
Farewell — and should Phirmccs, sway'd by virtue. 
Accept out- challenge — may Polcmon's death 
Sit on thy lante^ — a mothcr^s grief and deatli 
Edge thy keen faulchionj and a father's sujferingi 
Infuse new spirit in the day of %ht, 
That every eye may view with tears of transport 
Arsetes' laurels and BLthynia's glory I [Exit. 

CUq, {Pauses,] Yet is there more! 0> no I my tate 
has long 
Frowned in the distant prospe^ — now the vision 
Draws near, and misery with rapid speed 
Rides on tiie advancing hour — thyiile, Arsctes, 
Expoa'd to peril in to-morrow's field, 
Excites each fear — for thee my prayers shall pierce 
Jove's awrui tlirone 5 yet must thy victory 
Doom me a wretch for ever^^led to grace 
Thy triumph in Oiontes' hated bands \ 
Yet be it SO'— fate, honour, virtue, all 
Demand this sacridce ! — 2nd should the event 
Of battle crown thee with the vigor's wreath. 
And still Bithynia's vows detain thee here, 
Arsmoe be thy bright, thy dear rewin-d — 
She loves thee, my Arsetes— yes — O^ Heaven 1 
Why do I weep— jet V er bestow ciiat happiness 

Which Cleonice never— ^ 

Arse. Still thou know'st not 
What fale has yet reserved — the ensuing combat 
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May clear a mystery, which till now compeird 
My bleeding heart had kept from all — from thee I 
Then by each past, now hopeless hour of love. 
Still cherish in thy Hreast the gentle flame 
Ar&etes kindledt till the ejtpefled sun 
Sets on the battle's fate ; our fate perhaps 
Hangs on the equal balance — Clconice 
Will ne'er refuse these moments to Arsetes: 
Thou know'st not what I feel fyr thee, my soul 
Labours beneath a load of secret anguish : 
Wbile danger, ambush'd in a thousand forms. 
Waits every step, and threats my way witliruin. 

CUo, Thou hast prevaird, Arsetes ; and wh&teN 
The fateful birth that waits to be disclosed, 
My love shall hope the event 

Arse. The day decIiHies, 
And wains me hence— ^— 

Cko. O, Heaven ! we meet no more 
Till that eventful time! yet go, Arsetes; 
Go whither glory calls — Hear, every power ! 
Raise o*er his head the buckler of defence. 
Pluck from the hostile hand the n^rve of strength. 
And bring him vicior home — nor let a tear 
From Cleonice stain the hour that gives 
Bithynia stifety, and Arsetes fame I [£xi$ 

Ane^ [///ff//f*] Mediinks my pulse more quickly 
beats, and all 
My spirits rouse, as nearer to the goal 
^s my fate. 
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Enter Agenor. 
frjf. Agenor! 
(f^. O, my friend! 

left what perils hover round ; some God 
M-giveme, prince 1) that frowns upon our rashness, 
s formM the labyrinth that threa'^cns now 
18 combat by the king proposed 
frif. O, wherefore 

I not Orontes mark the champion^s lot, 
len Fate, perhaps— But yet my friend, this fight, 
is mystic fight, may work some means to unravel 
le knot of destiny — ^The hour now presses j 
le herald soon will seek my father's camp. 
^#. Then let us hence!— The war-like troops 

ofPontus 
patient wait to see theii- prince return j 
hose glories won in distant climes, attra6^ 
ch listening eai', while eveiy soldier, warm 
ith expeftation, pants to view that face 
here Mai's propitious in life's opening prime, 
ith youthful giaces blends the vigor's smile 
TOT father too 
irsim I feel, I feel it here ! 
le godlike, virtuous ardor ! yes, Agenor, 
r tool is up in arms— methinks I see 
lod Artabasus darting through the ranks 
s ardent looks^methinks I hear him chide, 
ith fond paternal warmth, his tardy son* 
iw, on his reverend cheek, where -age begins ^ 
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To shed its silver honours, stands the tear I 

Of tenderness, wbiie all tlic parent longs I 

To see those features ripening into manhood, J 

Which last he viewed in early bloom ^I bear 1 

The shout of charging hosts ! the neigh of steeds B 
The battle joins, and no Pharnaces there ! 1 

Now danger stalks around, and Artaba&ua J 

Distrafting thought ! fly, fly, ray best Agenor, j 
Fly to redeem our fame, and save a father ! ^Exa 

SCENE IIL 



Another ApmimenL Enter Orontes and ZOP 

Zop. Compose yourself, my lord, 

Oro, Zopyrus, never ' ■ 

Wai it for this I dctrm'd his absence near. 
And now behold him with Orontes jolird 
In glory ^s list — ^niy more, by partial fortune 
Declared Bithynia's champion ! Should be fall. 

He leaves a name in arms to cope with mine " 

But should he conquer 1 Hell is in that thought ? 
Who knows, Zopyrus ! — whither may the kiifg^'t 
Too partial views incline? — The kingdom freed 
From such a foe— Polemon's death revengM 
He may, perhaps, forget — The crown, Zopyruf^ 
That misttcss of my soul, to which ambition 
Points every aim, may grace u stranger's brow I 

" ', What says Orontes ? 

Tlii( right arm might reach 
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His lififr— but policy forbids my hatred 
To blaze abroad^ — The many blindly dote 

On him they scarcely know Zopyms, speak. 

Art thou ray friend ? 

Zop, Hold — let me think^ — Orontes 

Bears not the coward's scruples there is yet 

Perhaps a way 

Oro, Pause not, but speak • 

Zop. "^Tia here 

Arsctes must not live Give but the word. 

He dies, and dies ei-e he can meet Phamaces \ 
Oro, But how ? 

Zop. Thou know' St that T command the guard 
To escort Arsetes from the fane of Mars 
To meet Phamaces j from a desperate band, 
The power of gold, and vast reward, shall single 
A choaenfew, tbat at a signal given 
Shah rid your soul of every fear in him r 
And more, to blind smpicion^s eye, tluir arros, 
Their vests shall seetn of Pontus' troops : the deed 
EiFefed onc^, the ensuing fight shall see 
' These tdols of our great enterprlze e^pos'd 
Full In the front of slaughter, tbat in heat 
Of on^et they may fall, and in their fall 
Mock aU discoYcry. 

Oro. Come to my brea*t 1 
By Heaven it ripens well— — Thf n, when he *s dead, 
We lead th« tei?ops to well-feigiiM vengeance I — Say, 
Where lies the futxt of Fotottts ? 
Zop, Station'^d near 
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Bithynia's bounds, that thrice an arrow""* fliglit 
May reach tlieJr outmost guard, 

Or^, Now, hated rival \ 
Now triumph for a moment— My revenge 
Prepares such greeting, never more thy deeds 
Shall shine to vulgar eyes — on proud Arsetes 
eath soon shall close his everlasting gate, 
Hi lie life to rac displays the glorious path 
That leads the daring mind to fame and empire. 
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Jft open Flace in the City, Orontes idom, 

Ormies* 
Whence is this seeming weight, shake off, my soulj 
This lethargy, and be again Orontes, 
The truce is ended — all is safe— Ai*setc« 
Accepts our challenge— .and ere tliis Arsetes 

Waits at the forest's edge How slowly night 

Has dragged her course 1 at length the day returm^ 
To lift his be^ms upon those eyes, that never 

Mast view his setttag splendor See 1 the king !— 

Dissimulation, spread thy subtlest snares^ 
Teach me to amuse the fond credulity 
Of easy fools, with shew of what my heart 
isiins to feel^— 'but hold— —* 
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Enter Lycomedes> attended, 

Ljc. Y<m* orient sun. 
That, glancing from the dewy mountain, sheds 
The day-spring's early blushes, on this morn 
Shines with redoubled lustre ', on this morn. 
That gives Arsetes to the field of fame. 

Our empire^s champion O, my best Orontes ! 

This hour, methinks the hand of Heaven once more 
On destiny ^s eternal page begins 

To enrol Bithynia's honours Speak, my son ! 

Thy generous soul, now wrapt with glory, pants 
To share Arsetes" danger. 

Oro* Lycomedes, 
I own my spirit rouzes at the call 
, Of martial confli^l $ yet, forbid it. Heaven ! 
My heart, impelled by envy, should repine 

To view another's honours by the hand 

Of Mars, the patron of my wars, I swear 
There 's not a breast would feel Orontes' joy 
To hear the fate my ardent hope divines 
This mom awaits the glories of Arsetes. 

Ljc, O, truly great ! — ^nor think thy noble sword 
Shall useless sleep $ no— should the great event 
Thy soul forebodes, attend Arsetes' valour. 
Thyself with Teramenes join'd, shall pour 
Oar eager thousands on the troops dismay'd 
Of Pontus : Areas shall arrive to join 
Our glorious arms 5 and universal vi6tory 
Clap her glad wings — then every happy wreath, 
Eij 
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That hope had formed, shall deck tliese hoaiy temples^ 
And choral virgins hymn Bithy ilia's bands 
Returned in triumph home ! Ovir Tcramencs, 
Already uow, in pomp of martial pride. 
Leaves the$e glad walls, and iwdls with war''s deep, 
notes I 

The soldier's ardor, while tbe plaited mail ^^J 

Heaves on each boso m ■ ^^H 

Enter C L E o N I C i , attended. ^^| 

O, my Cleonice ! 1 

Age now, with backward gaze, on memory's plain 1 
Revives forgotten honours Say^ my child j 1 

Owns not thy heait a more than woman^i feelingi J 
On this eventful moment ! J 

Clm. Yes, my soul I 

Expaiids to greater hopes— each other thought | 

Now sleeps neglected — while the mightier cljimt 1 
Of filial duty and my country's love I 

Possess me whole the noble mind that draws J 

Its boasted lineage from a race of kings ; ^^H 

Of kings, the sacred delegates of Heaven j ^^B 

Sboald banish every selfish view that tends not 1 

To wide diffusive gCKxl Oh ! should the hand I 

Of prosperous fortune mark this happy day» I 

What thousande then will hail with rapture's voice 1 

Arseters' blest return \ tor this event A 

Old age shall lift his wrinkled palms in praise i 1 
The virgin's tears shall vanish into smiles 5 1 
itedoubkd warmth sl^ nerve the soldier's arm § J 
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Till conqtiest swell the breath of fame to spread 
BIthynia's deeds, and lift her name to Heaven! 

[Dead march at a distance, 
I Lye. Whence is that sound ? the martial symphony 

With Teramencs ! tliese are other strains 

Than joy or viftof y ! 



Cleo. The notes of sorrow !- 



And jiow 't is silence all ! — [Music,"] Again I 

Oro, My heart 
Beats high with anxious hope and fear. [Aside. 

Lye. Orontest 
What do I see ! these aged eyes distinguish 
A niartial train with low inverted pikes, 
And banners trail'd to earth !-.-and hark ! more near 
Metbinks I hear deep murmurs of distress. 
And mingled groans, that peal in fimcy's ear 
Arsetes* name 1 

Geo. Arsetes' ! look, my father, 

The low-hung trophy and the duity arms. 



Enter in frocessio ft a troop of Soldiers y to a deadmarcb^ 
advancing sUywly from the further end of the stage: 
first a company tr^^Hing their lances and trophies in the 
dust^ then the hcbnet, shield^ and lance of Arsetes, 
berne by t^o Soldiers ; next Teramenes, and last a 
bier*zvitb a dead body, cohered luith a mantle^ the 
Soldiers bearing branches of cypress and palm z the 
procession ad'vami.ng i awards the front of the stage, 
baits, and the music ceases, 
£iij 
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Cko. 



[AtPvancing towards the ^ropkieiJ\ Ha t sui-e X 
know that crest ! That bucklcr^a orb 

Bhz'd with Arsetes^ honours ! 

Lye, Teramenes, 
Whence is this dreadful pomp of death ? 
I'era, I cannot 

I cannot speak ! O, royal sir, behold 

BithynU's champion \ broken is the lance 
Of war, the genius of the battle faints ! 
Arsetes is no more !■ — — lol there he lies 
Pale from the hand of fate, rto more to wake 
To fame, to virtue, or Bithynia's cause. 

[Cieonicc^/Wx. 
Lye. My daughter'. — Heaven ! why am I thus i 
mov'd t 
When age J unfeeling, sinks not wSth the stroke^ 

That now perhaps But she revives — remove her 

From this heart-breaking scene. 



Cleo. [Recoiveri/ig,] Yet hold^ — forbear 

Ye shall not tear me hence despair nnd grief 

Now freeze my scat of life ; the dreadful tidings 
Sh^ load each passing gale, and every virgini 
Whose breast has known the agonies of love. 
Lament with me, and m^rk tlus day with horror I 

Ljfc* What means my daughter f 

Cko. Pardon, Lycomedes j 
Orontcs, pardon — to dissemble further 
Were insult to his corse — I lov'd Arsetes, 
Ansi I avow my flame ^ , 

Or&, In all my rival lMiJit_ 
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Lyc, Unhappy girl! — ^yct think not I will chide j 
I tct\ thy anguish here ! 

Tifra, Where now is faith I 
Where royal trust in princes ! — ^whllc Arsetes 
Thus falls a sacrifice to murderous treason. 
And ends his life by an assasshi^s sword \ 

Lyco, Ha I murdered, Teramencs !— 

Ore, Speak j relate 
Each horrid circEmstance I 

Tera* Thou know'st, Arsetcs 
Direfted, that Zopyrus might attend 
Two hours from dawning day at Mors's altar t 
But ere th' appointed time, a band of rulfians 
Attacked the hapless yoi^th ; in vain his valour 
Opposed their fury ; covered o'er with w^ouuds. 
Senseless he fell \ but when Zopyrtisi came 
And ask'd, with tears, the assassin's name, his eyes 
Then ne:irly closM, he niis*d> and murmur'd forth 
Phamaces"" name, and died \ 

Oro, lAsi^^} Be firm, my soul. 
And hide thy secret trimnph 1 

Lye* 'T is enough I 
Pharnaccs ! — Artabasus ! — Gods, I thank you I 

C/co, I weep not now — my heart would fain assutne 
The cruel firniness of unfeeling woe ! 
Arsetes murdcr'd ! muixler'd by Phamaces i 
.Where, whei-e was justice, where the guardian powen 
That watch o'er virtue 1 — ^Yet, it will not be— — 
ly resolution melts, an I Nature pays 
Phis fitreaming anguish to Arsetes' menwry ! 
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Lye, My child, my Cleonice, in thy sorrow$ 
A king and f.^ther share — for praycis and tears 
Are all an old niarftj wcaj>.^ns: hoary age. 
That bleaks the vigour of Alcides, le^tves 
These idle sinews useless as the armt 
Of femiile weakness ! 

Cko. Why, eternal powers \ 
Why is not courage given to woman ? shall not 
Resentfnerit i>race our sex's feeble arm ! 
I feel, I feel it now — my bosom swelU 

With fury, with distra^ian See Polemon, 

A bleeding sacrifice! — lo I next my mother 
In death's convulsive pangSj and last Arsetes, 
The murderM vlt^im of tlie worst of foes 1 

LjcQ, Hear, mighty Jove! and send thy dread vice* 
gcrcnt 
To weigh in equal scales the deeds of men \ 
See, CleonTce — $ee where Artabasus 
Shrinks in the awful trial? — soon, my daughter. 
Vengeance shall rear her bloody crest — ^Phamace« 
Shall pay tlie forfeit of his deed. 

Cleo. 'Tis there 
My hopes alone can triumph—^- 

{Here ibe hUr is brought firtvafJt 
Lycomedfs, 

Thou know'ft my weakness^^ — then permit me here 
To pay one imournful tribute— one last look. 
To poor Arsetes 1 

[Advmtcing tQiAfards (he hitrS 
lold \ my Clccmlce, 
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It IS too much— >^forbear ! the aearcr view 

May start thee into frenzy. 

Cleo, No, my father, 
I can — I will support it — \approacbing the hadjl^^^-lt 

this Arsetes t 
Is this Bithynia's triumph I— — See the mantle 
That wi-aps bis chy*coM limbs, tlie fetal present 

Of Cleonice's hand I O, myArsetesl 

Pale, pale and lifeless 1 — murderous slaves 1 — ^O, where. 
Where are those eyes that shed their beams of love ' 
On Cleonice 1 where those lips that wak'd 
The heart -felt tenderness ! — DJstra6tion I — Hear mc, 
O, Heaven 1 — Arsetes, heart — ^while thus I clasp 
Thy senseless corse, while yet thy spirit hovers 
O'er thy cold clay, in pity to our sorrows I 
O, never shall th^se eye- lids know repose. 
This breast be stillM to comfort — ae^er — never 

Till this accursed Pharnaces Hat — look there'— ^< 

Th^ exulting murderer triumphs ! — Stay, Pharnaces^i 

Fly not behold, he bleeds ! see there the dread 

Tribunal met, when Minos lifts tlie urn 

His justice shall avenge my dear Arsetes ! [Exit* 

Ljc* Her griefs are wild — attend and sooth her sor- 
rows* [^ff Attendant!^ as ihey go out* 
Ora* Tears are but woman's tribute — to the soldier 

A soldier pays far other dues Arsetes 

Demands Bithynia's gratitude Here rest 

Your honoured load, while on the cold rcmaini 

Of this lamented cliief, Q routes vows 

Aa olieriiig to his shadc-^^Q i siTi permit me 
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To second, with my omtt, the soldier^s zeal. | 

Ljc, Thou art my tide's hope, the stay on which 

My IdngJom leans ^take all thy courage claims. 

Go — lead the troops to arms. 
Of on. This sword, that oft 
Has fought my severe i^'s cause, again unsheath'd, 

Thirits for the blood of Pontna Yes, I see, 

I see the genius of Arsetes lead 
The embattled squadrons, while his spirit still 
Breathes in each breast, and marks the foe for ven- 
geance. [£xtf. 
Ljc, Be it our care to pay the last sad rights 

To lost Arsetes to the clouds ascend 

His funeral flame, and call the gods to witness 
Our grateful tribute to the chief we mourn j 
Then in a sacred V35? seled with care 
His dear remains, to place them near theum 
Where the lov'd relics of Polemon, borne 
A mournful trophy, ever in our sight. 
Feeds still our grief, and ministers the rale 
That blows the smotber'd ilame of deep revenge! 

[£Ar^w/i/, the proccsiton gomg offtn 9rder, 

SCENE IL 

A pri'uate Apartment. Enter O R o N T E s and Zo f yhd 3. 
Or on* Destruction to my hopes \ what gods averse 
'^ ^^'Id blast my fortune further I — Can it be I ' 

US— aU our schemes abortive thus ! 
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"Wliat he, whom lifeless now the city mourns. 

Is not Arsetes Arsetcs and Pharnaces 

The same 

Zop* There is no room for doubt — the tablets 
Found on the vestments of the slain unknown. 
Confirm the important truth, 

OfG/t, Unthinking wretch ! 
A thousand proofs recur, that speak too plain - ■ 
Hia birth cone eal'd-^surp rise when Lycoraedes 
Proposed the combat with the prince — distradion I 
A turn like this may frustrate alll — it tccras 
With tenfold ruin \ — ^Cleonice's love 
To this Arsetca starts another train 
Of galling doubts— What's to be dorse? 

Zop, Already 
The soldier p mts impatient on the edge 
Of battle — Who can tell the event ? Pharnaccs 
May fall, and crown your wish. 

Or on. But still the chance 

Of war is ever doubtful ^CouM we draw 

Pharnaces from the tumult of the fight. 
The tufted grove, that shades the fane of Mars, 
Might hide an ambuihM force, to whelm at once 
Our foe in swift destruction, 

Zo^ 'Tjs a thought 
The cause itself inspires. 

Orm, Zopyru3> goj 
Inflame the sab Hers with Arsetca* name, 
That name shall second our design— I haste 
To lead them to the field— away--»- \_Exii Zopynis, 
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Oron. \^Al9niJ] Ascend* I 

Black mischief, child of helij from the dire gloom 1 
Of biirning Acheron, whence perfidy, I 

Assassination* treason (names that shake 1 

The coward soul), breathe forth inspiring aid ^J 
To vast ambition, at whose dazzling shrine ^^H 
Orontes ever bends^ — I feel, I feel ^^H 

The sacred influence here — ^If fortune jtt ^^H 
Assist ray arms, in fight Pharnaces falls ^ 

An open victim ; but if still averse 1 

She thwart my glorious aims, what force denies, I 
Deep covert guile shall give; and all my fears 1 

Be hush'd for ever in Pharnaces* Hood. I^*"^ 

SCENE JIL A 

The Camf ^ Artabasus <wi^Pharnaces- I 

Art, Yes, my Pharaaces, my full bosom heaves 1 

With all a father^s feelings — every god I 

That knows the transport here, receive my vowi I 

Of gratitude and praise : thy blest return J 

Each year shall chronicle; on that glad day m 

The hallowed fanes shall grateful mcense breathe 1 

To those high powers, whose providential care J 

RelievM my anxious fears — ^Phamaces lives ! | 

In safety lives, ciasp'd in these arms of fondnets$ I 

Yet I could chide— for O! refleft, my son, J 

How I Imvc suJferd in thy painful absence, ■ 
_JFould'jt thou 90 far fotgpt— ^ ^J 
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Fbar. O, ropi sir ! 
Believe me, while I swear, that oft the son 
Reproached the lover ; oft 1 sympathized 
With Artabasus, 

Art a. Though to partial nature 
The warmer sallies of wngovem^d youtli, 
Ere long experience turns die pa^e of life. 
Are venial errors, yet thy rashness he ire 
Startles belief — What perils hast thoii 'scap'd I 
What death ful snares! perhap?, a fete like his. 
Whom all Bithynia for Arsetes mourns. 
Thou saidat it was Araxes 

Pbar. 'T was A raxes. 
Whose mien and near resemblance to your son 
Assisted my design^ — When at my suit 
You gave consent to accept Araetes' challenge, 
I trusted to Araxes^ breast my secret, 
Disguised him in the vest and ai-ms I wore. 
When ''midst Bithynia*s squadrons, with dtslgn 
Himself should for Arsetes' wage the combat. 
Instructed first to yield himself my prisoner : 
From heace I hop'd to plan some happy means 
Of peace, by conference open'd with die foe. 
But this distressful fatCj mysterious heaven 
Has cast on poor Araxes, baffles all j 
And leaves me lost, uncertain whither points 
This deed, or what inhuman breast design 'd it. 

Arta, Swear, my Pharnaces, never more to tempt 
Our hostile gods in Lycomedes' court, 
F 
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Nor give that life to hazard, which thy fither 
Would ransom with his own. 

Phar, Iknulj,^ By this rcvcr'd. 
Tills awful hand, Pharnaces vows to sacrifice 
His all to filial duty, every aft 
Of his succeeding life shall speak the son i 
And, O I if fate requires I even love itself 
Shall bleed a vi^im at the shrine. 

Arta, Think not 
That Artabasus will condemn the love 
That honour jjanftiiies — for Cleonice, 
If ever rumour's ton^e can claim belief. 
She merits all you feel— Nay, more, my 8o\d 
Could witness Lycomedes' reg^ virtues^ 
Did not ambition, tliat excess of kings. 
That thirst of widen'd empire, that too far 
Inspir'd his e;irly reign, now, even in age 
Impel him to unsheath invasion's sword. 
The king, who, urgM by partial glory, breaks 
The sacred ties that link a social wojld, 
Should boast no more the image of those gods. 
Whose wide benevolence extends o'er alll 

Fhar» JStiii, still my hopes, with fond presumpdoni 
formed 
Ideal scenes of happiness^— Could peace, 
With outstretchM arms, embrace the warring oadofl 
Could Lycomedes learn one self- same spiritj 
Infonn'd his foe Pharnaces, and his once 
Belov'd Aisetes^Yet I dare, my father, 
Boast a soft advocate in Cljgonice, 
1 
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Arta. Of my Pharnaces, iwhat can filial duty 
With lum that loves, and loves like Artabasus I 
Ere day can yield to night, a trusty herald 
Shall to Bithynia*s king» try every art 
Of eloquence, to bend his soul to terms 

That fit the king and father Grant it. Heaven I 

The day that sees my lov'd Pharnaces happy. 
Gives Artabasus all— Then close, }e powers, 
lifers anxious scenes, and let me sleep in peace—— 
Whence is that noise ? lAlarm and shout. 

Enter Agenor, bis Snvord dranvn. 

Age. To arms, my liege, the foe, 
LedbyOrontes, issuing from the town. 
Advances on our camp 

Pbar, Orontes! Heaven 

Has heard Pharnaces' prayer — My lord, my father, 
My soul's on fire, and pants to meet in fitld 
My hated rival ! 

Arta* Go, Agenor ; bear 
Our instant orders to the troops, to range 

Their serried files Pharnaces leads tliem on 

To fight — to vi6J:oiy 

Fbar. Hear, God of arms ! 
Whose smiles have grac'd my earliest youth — O hear 
This last request — Still in Pharnaces breathe 
The spirit of the war I 

Arta. Thy ardor wakes 
My youth again— -Hear now, a father's voice ; 
With thy strong genius, lead liim through the maze 
JFij 
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Of dangerous battle, that these e^'es may trace 
Hia fearless steps, behold bis brandished sword 
Shine forth the gxiardian of a nation's honour j 
And, while his arm asserts his county's cause. 
Assert the common rights of all mankind. [Exautt, 
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Afi Apm'tmeni on the summit of a Toivtr, comnuinding a 
ProspeB of the FkUs ivithout the W£dU, Tnm Vms 
m tixfo Pedestals, Enter C L e n i c e . 
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Ckotike, 
O, Night \ that soon wilt stretch oblivion's wing 
O^er many a wretclv, drive on the lagging shades 

And close the day's dire horrors ! tliough to mc 

Sleep brings no refuge, yet congenial gloom 
Befits my angaish-*-five revolving years 
Thy senseless ashes in tlieir peaceful dwelling 
Have every day, Polemon, wak*d remembrance. 
And oft reccivM the tributary tears. 
But here*s a stroke surpassing all— Arsetes 
Shrunk to this narrow space !— at early dawn 

He tower 'd in arms z little hour he lay 

A breathless corpse, and here his sad remains, 
W^ni from the funeral flame, are clos'd for ever I 

J^ffr AitsiNOB, 
Iiou bring'st comfort, speak \ 
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Arsi. Alas I my friend, 
I know it not — since from tlie walls my father 
Led forth his ibllowers, to support the attack 
Of brave Orontes on the foe, suspense 
Has dwelt on all — the citizens aftrighred 
Hearken to every sound that whispers aught 
Of figjit or viftory — [^Distant alarms: 

Heaven, guard my father. 

Cleo, Sure 't is the distant murmur of the fight * 
That swells upon the wind, and see, Arsinoe, 
Ere yet the shade of evening faintly spreads 
O'er the dun fields, see through the dusty whirl 
The flash of anus 

Arsu But hark I some hasty foot 
Sounds on the steps that lead to this recess : 
O I let me iiy, and ease my beating heart 
For Teramenes' safety I [Exit* 

CUo, Nearer si ill 
I hear the deepening roar — another shout ! 
There, there perhaps, Pharnaces, hated name ! 
Sheds wide destru6tion ! — can it be, ye powers ! 
Can he who stoopM to murder, rise in aught 
That's great or noble ? sure, Arsetes' shade 
Should hover round, and in the day of battle 
Wither his strength 1— Some fatal news at hand! 
*T is Teramenes — Heavens I— 

Enter Teramenes, and Officers. 
ITira, Where, where 's the king ? 
•-•-O, Cleonice 

F iij 
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CLEONlCt. 



d€tr. 



Ckif, Speak - 



Ter£t* Bithyrtia s lost !- 
Our latest hour is conie.- 



E/iter Lycomedek. 

Lye* What mcaiM this tumult? 
What from the camp— but now a peal of shouts 
Broke on my slumbering sense — howsi^nd ovr hopes? 

Ttra, The foe is in the walls !-— our bands rcpuls'd 
By Artabasus and his son, retreated 
To gain the gates — with them the conquering troops 
Of Pontus eater M. 

Lyc^ *T is enough — these eyes 
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Have seen enough of woe?^— Wlicrc is Orontes? 

Tera, I saw him last, with dauntless courage, bi 
The hostile troops, when headed by Pharaaces 
They thwndcr'd through the gates, at which dire moment 
He vanished from my sight, and O I I fear 

He falls a vidim to this dreadful day 1 

But time forbids our vain laments — this instant 
The victor may be here— one way remains 
That yet may save my kin g^— the western tower 
Is still our own, and may perhaps sustain 
The foe*s attack, till Areas shall arrive ^ 

But now, Aj^inoe tluther with a guard 
I sent— retire, my liege, with Clconice, 
In safety there. 

Lji\ No — though this trembling arm 
Shrinks from the buckler's weight, I can provoke^ 
*he death I wi*h Cor iVoiw lbs pitying fbc I 
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Come forth \ this sword^ that long has idly slept. 
Shall once again 

CUo. Wliat means my father ?— yet 
Retra^i your purpose — think on Cleonice I 
Forsaken here — I see, I see the hand 
Of ruffian force drag by the silver locks 
Thy venerable age — I see those tieatures. 
That oft have fondly smird on Cleonice, 
In agony distorted. — What remains 
For me at that curst moment? — wild with horror 
To rend my scattered hair — against the pavement 
Dash these poor limbs — then bare my breast to meet 
The steel, yet reeking with a parent's life. 
And mingle blood with his that gave me being!—- 

Ljc. IMstrafting image ! — O, my child! my child! 

And shall I then this moment I could 5deld 

The last cold drops that linger in these veins — 
And bless the hand that struck me — ^yet when death 
Draws his dark veil — to catch a glimpse of life. 
But to behold thee die — Haste, let me hence 
Tb lose the dreadful thou^t — a minute longer 
May place us safe beyond the future reach 
Of fate, of misery, and Artabasus ! 

CUo, O, hear me still — ^yet let these filial' tears 
Prevail. — Death is the last, the sure resource. 
And when fete closes every path that leads 
To future hope — this arm can then, my fether. 
Fix nne great period to a life of woes. 

T«ra. My sovereign, Artabasus and Barzanes 
Are near at hand, from hence we may discern 
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Their bucklers blaze ^looking out'\ j away, my liege ! ' 

Lye, O! never 1—— 
They shall bfe met— these withered limbs — ^look there. 
See those sad monuments— iPoints to the Urns. 

And shall the hands, 

The murderous hands by which they fell, here grasp 
The sword in triumph J— No, these trembling feet 
Shall meet their fury. [Going, 

Cleo, Yet— O, yet, my father! . 
One moment hear— - 

Tera, Forgive me, royal sir 1 
If thus compeird — ^Learchus, help — 

Lye, [Struggling.^ Unhand me— — 
*T.js more than treason — hence ! ' 



[Drops his sword in the struggle, 

Cleo, Lo! there, my father, 
Some god descends, and from your nerveless arm 
Strikes your resisting weapon. 

Lye. O, shame! shame I 
*T is sure the work of heaven 1 — then all is past J 
I yield— Lead, lead me where thou wilt ! [Sbwt* 

Tera, Again! 
Conduft them safely through the secret gate. 
Meantime myself, with some few friends will seek 
Orontes, and secure my king's retreat. [Exit, 

Cleo, O! hear me. Heaven! for Lycomedes hear I 
Still save him, sinking in this gulph of ruin 1 
Or let one moment whelm us both in death. 
And end a father's and a daughter's woes ! [Exeunt, 
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SCENE IL 



Jtn 9pin Flact in the City, Enter ArtabasuS; Bar* 
' ZANES, <rw*/ Soldiers. 

Aria. Thus far, Barzanes, has the vi^or wreath 
Crown'tl virtue with success — our aring, by heaven 
Inipeird to guard the sacred rights of men. 
Have to their dcq? reces:> pursued tl:ie foe. 
The city now is ours— -the hostile bands 
Submissive, or dispersed, contend no longer j 
Then sheath the sword of death, and bid resentment 
To mercy yield her reign— -the noble mind, 
Though justice draw the sword, regrets tliat triumph 
Humanity must mourn : for Lycomcdes, 
Give heedfiil orders, that whatever si\all chance, 
To make him prisoner, to our better fortune, 
They treat him with such honours as befit 
His name and rank, a capdve of tlie war* 

Enter OfEcer. 
Offi* My liege, this instant Lycomede^, taken. 
With Cleonice, as they sought to gain 
The western tower, condu£lcd by the guard, 
A ttend y our so v er e ign w ilU [ Exit, 

Enter LrcouBDESf Clequice in chains^ Guardst 

Ljc. [Efjttring] Lcadmetohira, 
Whom Lycomedes' evil star has raised 
On fallen Jithynia's ruin — Ckcmice 
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Associate In thy father's woes Are these 

The hands that once I fondly pressed in mine, 

When on my knee ihy prntruig infancy 

Held me in all a parent's dear suspence ? 

Are these lov'd hands now claspM in nigged steel 

And $lavUh manacles ? 

C/ftf, These hands, my fatl^er, 
Exult i.i chains that give to Clconice, 
A glorious share in Lycomedes* su.Terings. 
Nor are they bonds, since still these filial arms 
Embrace my father — O! bdicve rae, sir. 
To Bufter thus wich you is height of bliss, 
Compared to freetlotn banish 'd from your presence, 

Aria, If thou art he — O, Lycomedes! — hear 
No more thy foe, but brother — would to heaven 
Thy age would now repose in peace ! those luira 
Demand respeft and honour— let me then 
Exchange these slavish ties, for other ties 
Of amity and love, 

\^Mak£s a sign to the Guard <wbo ides (fff his chamil 
For thee, frdr princess, 

What sliall I say ?— -these arms prophan'd, demaiid 
More than a king*8 atotiemcnt, {Tukes qf ber thmns^ 
Is there ought 
Beside the gift of freedom ? 

LChfj, Artabasus, 
There needs no more — from him tliat slew my brother 
All g^fts are equal —though to the woman's weakness 
I yield these tears, my firmer soul disdains 
f tribute nature pays ; — then once again 
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Restore those shackles— give me, to the depth 
Of dungeon gloom— there 'a nor a hostile paiig 
That enmity inflicts, but Cleonice 
Shall meet it 3II!— My father too---0, Heaven I 
Hence female softness- --yes,' behold that w^ak 
DepressM old age, behold this bloom of youth 
Nurs'd in the pomp of courts— yet, Artabas\is, 
This pair, unshaken, dares your worst of pains. 

Lyc\ Hear every god my vov'S renewed— hear too 
Polemon's shade 1 wliene'er tiiLs hand shall join 
In friendly league with Pontus, haunt each hour 
Of ebbing life with horror's direst forms ! 

Aria* Yet hear me, Lycomedes, still reflet. 
Thyself a warrior once, in fight he fell, 
Fell as a hero ought.— In arms of old 
When demi-gods have fought, the fields have oft 
Borne slanghter'd cHefs, whose parents from the sky 
Viewed their pale sons, and yielded to their fate. 

Lye, Fear, hear, ye fathers j hear how cool the victor 
Can palliate death, and sooth a parent's loss. 
Polemon fell in fight— yes, Artabasns, 
Nobly indeed he fell— too daring youth I 
Whose unfledged open valour met the arm 
Of veteran cruelty ^ — but hear, proud man. 
Do all thy enemies so fairly perish ?— 
How died Arsetes I hapless youth — the last 
The glorious work of Artabasus* race i 
Midst all my sufferings, still I joy to know 
Polemon died a hero— Had the hand 
Of time drawn out his early age to yeari 



fi^ 



Of ripe experience, he, like poor Arsctcs, 
Had fill'n the murderer's victim. 

Aria. Little, sure. 
Thou know'iit the work of fute,— the youth who 
Was by Phamaces 

Cko. By Pharnaces ! — ^yes, 
I know it well— Is tliis the glorious herOf 
The boasted pupil in the school of Mars } 
Did he for this in Rome^s immortal rank^ 
Learn the brave trade of arms, to edge the sword 
Of base assassination, tliat the wiles 
Of black conspiracy might catch that life, 
Which ne'er had sunk in equal field of combat 1 

Yes my Ai'setes to Pharnaces' cruelty 

Thou fair St a viftim— fall's t by liim, whose arm 
Had else perhaps confessed thy valour's force. 
Then had tliose limbs, my father, never felt 
The weight of chains — yet should Orontea live. 
His valorous arm-*-perhaps Phamaces' life 
Atones for poor Arsetes— — 

Arta. Every power 
Forbid the iiBpUcation I Lycomedcs, 
Could I as well appease each vengeful thought 
For lost Pokmon, as I now can clear 
The virtue of my son, by lying fame 
TraducM 

Cka, Did not his lips all pale in death 
Proclaim Pharnaces guilty ? 

Aria. There indeed, 
[y»tcrious darkaesa Wk% — but* Lycomedes, 
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Speak— should the hero whose triumpliant arm H 

EsDoiisM Bithvnia'a cause— should he vet live " 
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EspoiisM Bithynia'a cause— should he yet live 

Ckn. Yet live ! what means this cruel spoit with woe > 
Attn. Hear then, and wondering hear — Ai'sete* lives, 

Arsetes and Pharnaces are the same. 

Ljc, The same 1-- -speak ^ Artabasus— *— 



Emer OfEcer. 

Off. Haste, my sovereign I 
Haste to the grove of paluiSi — the prince assail'd 
By numbersj with Orontes at their head, 
A hundred lances glitter at his breast, 
And all their cry is vengeance and Arsetes, 

Arta. What do I hear ! now, croel LycomedeSt 
Now, Cleonkc, glut your rage,— yet know 
Arsetes lives, and lives in my Phamaces, 
Or this dread moment seals perhaps his doom. 
And ends a wretched parent! [£flr. Art* ^W Bar* 

Cko. Does he live> 
Live in Phainaces \ O, mysterious Heaven \ 
Should it be thus, how has my ruthless hatred 
Pursued the man whom most I lovM — tlic man 
(Madness is in the thought) who now may breathe 

tHis last. 
Ljc, Forbid it, virtue !— Gods I I feel 
A secret impulse here— -it must not be- 
F 



For me he oft has triumphM— ^-spite of age 
And impotence of strength, yet will I ficc 

This last, this fatal SLCrie ^my Cleonice, 

Thy courage w ill pursue thy father's steps j 
G 



H CLEONICE. 

0»ai«» kit us prove the worst of formne's msUks, 

Tbin dwe^ur eves ua peiice, and rest fur ever ! [Exmttf? 
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A QfW9t iTldb flrpfef, KL-ith the Temple of Man £s* 

i»^M^e4 m m dknmmct . [Clashing of Fwords, ] 

Jiir^ taO^TBS n ina ri Bg A^^^ Pr ar n ac e s ^ a Party 

^' Ctaifies iHom wffytU SdJS^rs rf Pharnaces. 

tkm^ Himm^mj fi:ieiids» tnoa^ — cbis lifeil 
Id^ «9«6fd ^lonc — fertiiee, vImmc msirderDiiK guik 
Witifc ieemiias tB^^^^od? drew me 6oai ^le B^ht 
IVfittbf fiMubers, from tliis arm receive 
Tby treasoii'ft due reward* 

Or». Fortune at kngtli 

Deceives my aim ; but be it so I scorn 

TV depecate thy vengeance^ — wcU tkou know^M 

Orontes now Zopyrus has coafess'^d. 

Pale, trembling dastard ! suiking by thy afbi^ 

Oar first device agninst the fciga'd Arsctcs 

This \jLSt is mine — riioiigh mtcrest and ainbhioa 
Forbid me now to risk «-m equal combatj 
Yet since thy hated genius still prevails, — 
Hence every vain disguise — as man io man, 
X dare thy worst, 

Phar. Behold, thou double traitoil 
The grove and temple where Araxes fell : 
Where now tity followers lurk'd in fetal ambush 

arn^ces — tremble now, while justice 
lord OTV tiCi^ toox^ "i^^A^ 
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Here claims a sacrifice to every virtue* 

Faith, friendship, loyalty, and poor Araxes \ {FigM* 

Arta. yfitbtM. ] Defend, defend my son I [Q!am.faUu 

Bhar. Tl^ere sink iat ever, 
Nor leave thy equal here to curse mankind I 
E/tttr Artaba»vs ami Aggnoh, 

Aria. Art thou then safe ?— mjstm! nay son I 

PbMT, My father I 

£«/^r LyCOMEBES, ClEONICE, ^;yi TrKAWENES< 

19 Cko. [Entering.^ Death has been bnsy-*-siire the 
I battle s tiirault 

RagM here but now 

Fbar, [Turuwg.^ *T is Cleon ice's Toicet 

Lye. He lives indeed ! *t is he t—tlie ^ardian getiins 

That watched Bithyma*3 safety^ 

Vk&, Heavenly Powers ! 
And yet it cannot — speak,— O speak, my father, 
Ere this lov*d phantom- — — 
Phar. Still Arsctes lives ; 

Behold him here \ iKneds^ No more unknown 

who now 

Assert the lineal honours that await 
A kingdom's heJr and Artabisus' son. 

C/f jr, Pharnaces rise, — sure 't is allujioii all 1 
What then was he, whose pale and lileless corse—- 
Aria, The youth, whom late you mournM tcr slain 

Arsttes, 
"as in his stead deputed for the fight. 
Fhar, Orontes and Zopyrus have confess'd 
in w..i:h tliis hapless victim fell j 
Gij 
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Orontes drew me aow, by fraudful ambush^ 
To peri&h here — heboid where Ue$ the triutori 
His guilty life fest ebbing with his blood. 

Ljc. Orontes ! — where ! then where is virtue. 
Now only living with Bithynia's foes f 
Why, Artabasus, did Poiemon fall 1 
Or fail by thee 1 

Orf>, [Raising bimself,^ Hear, most unhappy father j 
Thou seek'st t* avenge Polemon's death, — behold 
Him now reveng'd— lo 1 here his murderer lies I 

Arta, The youth that fell by me 1 

Oro. By thee he fell, 
But fell un wounded— to his tent coavey'd 
Senseless awhile, he lay — myself alone 
WatchM his returning life— at that fell moment. 
Ambition, powerful fiend I held forth to view 
Bitbynia's crown — my sacrilegious hand 
Uplifted then, with murderous weapon struck 
My princess life, 

Lji\ What do I hear J— my blood 
Is chiird I— -pernicious villain U— take the vengeance 
A father's fury IDra^s, u held by Art^, andTi 

Cleo, Gracious Heaven ! — my brother 1^— 

Tera, Yet hold— tliough great your woes— tl 
guilty wretch 
Already gasps in death, and shivering standi 
On that dread brink, where vast eternity 
Unfolds her infinite abyss > 

Ljc, Poleiuon! 

f murder'd boy I 

Ttq, O thou brigbX «\xri\ v4Vc^\«aacw^ 




Ad V* CLEONICK. 77 

Now set in blood, do3t thou not haste to veil 
Thy head in nightj while Nature, through her works, 
Shriuksfrom awi-etch likemel-Come, deep est darkness. 
Hide, hide me from myself I— hence p bleeding phantom, 
Why dost thou haunt rae stilU— another U— hence! 

They drive me to the precipice— -I sink « 

• -^O, Ly comedes l [Dies 4 

LyCt Lo i where lies the serpent 
That bte I nourished in my brca&t^ to sting 
My unsuspecting heart ^ — 

Aria, A father's nature 
Feels for thy dreadful trials- — Lycomcdes, 

Receive this pledge of friendship -still be thme 

Bithynia^s crown, nor claim I aught from conquest 

But mutual peace some other time shall tell 

This work of fate But who shall search the ways 

Of Heaven inscrutable, or dare to question 
Why the same power beheld Piilemon fall, 
And savM Pharnaces for a father* s love ? 
'T is ours with humble praise to take from Jove 
The cordial draught of joy, not murmur whca^ 
He deals the cup of woe* 

Ljc, O, Artabasusl 
No longer now my foe — this honourM hand. 
This hand now free from my Polemon's ^eath. 
Confirm the brothcr^s union balmy peace 

I Hest with liis manes, and remembrance ever 

I With otJoi-ous praise surround his laurcU'd tomb! 

1 But yet I have a son — in thee he lives, 

I }.ives in Pharnaces [£OT^rflrtfr]^— Yes, my more 
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Our friendship kttit shall pbot the welcome olivesi^ 
Thfough both oar bnd$,aiid bkas their sons with j 

Phar, It must, it mu»t — some genius whispers I 
Oblivion to my cares, and bright-wng'd Hope> 
Like Cleonice, points my soul to blics i 

Ljc. IfblissbeCteonice, she is your '• 
Once more, my soii^ • 

Arta, My daughter^ — every God 
Propitious smile to crown your virtuous love ! 

Pbar* Speak, Cleonice ♦ docs thy heart refuse 
To own the mighty rapture ? 

Clio. O, Pharnnces! 
Think how my bosom throbs with various tumtilt 

Of mingled joy and gi-icf ^iy brotlier's fate 

Still labours here, 'spite of the bliss that fills 
{My conseious heart *, for bliss it is to avow 
My boundles!* passion— ^— wife of my Phamaces, 
Or rather that dsar name which first subduM 
My virgin heart — my ever lovM Arsctes \ 

'Lye, To thee, my son Pharnaces, I resiga 
Bithynia's crown, while 1, retired in ease. 
Steal gently down the peaceful vale of life. 

Art a. Behold the latent treason brought to Hghti 
Though hid from mortal eye, the Eternal Mind 
Pervade? the deepest gloom-^— Confess^ my brotD 
The dazzling meteor that misled thy youtli. 
And even scducM thy age : the monarch fir'd 
fabe ambition for a conqueror's name^ 
he lash of Jove to scourge mankindht 
> my son, by Lycomedes raisM 
t^ with early hand* t\\tit\&vi£«cQ:^^ 
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Remember what the duty of a king 
£xa£ts, while each domestic bliss shall crown 
Thy private hours, to watch thy people's weal, 
And share, like Heaven, thy happiness witli all. 

[Exeunt Omnes, 



EPILOGUE. 



Spoken by Mrs. Bulkxlt. 



Our author j all submission, sends me here. 
To make excuses for your simpie cheer \ 
And U ^hat ba<ve no interest in bis scenes. 
Must bear the train of tragic kings and queens. 
Shall I support the ^weakness nf his Muse ? — 
Egad— 'if so — VUfit bimiuiib abuse-^ 
r II soon dissect bis fine-spun msork, and shew 
That all bis plot has more of farce than <wae. 

For, after all, the creature's much decei'v^d^ 
If eUr he thinks bis tale can he belies' d. 
So tame and so inanimate bis maid is — 
Ho^ 'very different from our ynodern ladies /-p- 
What, could /I hloo/nittg lass with ripened charms. 
Be held so long from her admirer^ s arms ? — 
If such nuere truths in prudish heathen cVimes, 
Examples 'vary in our later times — 
Then for theatric play — bow poor! boivcoldl 
A heroine^ s language should be nobly bold. 
Outstrip the decency of *vulgar life. 
Mouth at the heavens, and set the gads at strife.'^ 
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77;??^ fwas Indeed^ an antiquated hard 

Paid to a beldame, nature ^ some regard^ 

And dreiv bhJemaJes 'with such simple features, 

That all, ^who sa-Wy 6elie*v^d them human creatures* 

Plain Destiem<ma bore no trace tf art. 

And Portia piay'^d a ivife^s domestic part j 

ff^hiie Constance sbezv^dj but nvhat before lue knfiVf 

And only grie*v^d) as real mothers do, — 

Shall this stale poet give the drama lanv. 

Who poorly copied only n.vhat he sanv P 

Nay, stole from life, in e^very clime and age^ 

The chai-aSers that fill bis boasted page? 

H'cUl as I li^e, V is he ! — (looking out) — 0, areyot^^ 
ceme? 
Does all go nvell F — poor de^il I'^seal his doom, 
This liuc-long night be n/mtches e^vei'y eye. 
Talks ^ like his heroes, in soliloquy — 
Then starts aside — ff^'hat ! something goes amiss /*— * 
* Sure */ is the distant murmur of a hiss Z'^— 
Alas ! kind soul /-- ^ I pity his condition. 
And nvill in his behalf this house petition ;^ 
Toyou, good folks abowe, for c^er ready 
To ser^jt a friend^ all English hearts and steadjti 
To you,, ye men of candour, sense, and ivit^ 
Who Jill the circle of this anjufid pit ; 
To you, ye ladies, enjer prone to spare 
The bardy tKiho lo*ve a?id henuty makes his care \ 
I be*- ' bim^'-take him to your favour, 

for bis ^Qod bcha^nour* 
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MT LORD» 

The generous concern yw 'Voere pleased to express fir tbt 
anxieties t^ayoung Author^ then ivboUy wtkno-wn to your 
LorMiff and trembUngfor bis first attesnpt towards " tbe 
gravest, tnoralest, and most profitable of all poemsy^ as 
Milton calls a Tragedy, was tbe distinguisbing mark of a 
mind truly great, and endued nuitb those fine feelings ivbicb 
4ire tbe ornaments of even greatness itself. To tbisyour 
innate partiaUty for every endea^votsr in tbe polin arts J 
jnust ascribe it, ibat tbefoUowing seems met nvitb an early 
approbation from your Lordship ; an approbation that *w€u 
at once tbe Author^ s pride, and his strongest assurance of 
success. 

Tbe Public have indeed very far outgone my most sattm 
guine hopes, in their reception of this piece : but novo, my 
Lord, tbe Orphan has another severe trial to go through j 
he must adventure into the vjorld^ unassisted by tbe advan- 
tages of representation : he must enter your Lordsbip*s 
closet, and there stand the examination of the most accu- 
rate criticism. In meti descendat judicis aures. This 
4annot but be an alarming circumttance to a vjriter fully 
conscious of bis own inability^ who has not been able en-^ 
A ij 
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tirely to please e*ven bis onxm taste ^ 'who despairs of satis ^ 
fying ithers rfa more exaltetf relish in the arts, and there^ 
fore cra'ves at jour Lordship's hands that proteSion to bis 
industry, *wbich, he is aivare, cannot be Ranted to bis 
merit. 

I have the boftour to remain, iMtb the truest respeSi^ 
and msi gratefid ackhowledgment. 

My Lord, your. Lordship'' s most obliged, 
And most (ifpot^d bumhU semfont^ 



ARTHUK MURPHY. 



JJnednh Irm, AprH 30, 1759, 



SIR, 

A LETTER to you from an English author will cany 
with it the appearance of corresponding with the cne* 
inyj not only as the two nations are at present involved 
in a difficult and important war, but also because in 
many of your late writings you seem determined to 
live in a state of hostility with the British Nation. 
Wlienever we come in youi* way, • we are ferocioui, 

* wc are Ulandersj we are the people whom yourcoun- 

* try has taught, we £tU behind ctlier nations in point 

* of taste and elegance of composition j the same cause 

* that has withheld from us a genius for painting and 

* music, has also deprived us of the true spirit of 

* Tragedy ; and, in short, barbarism stil! prevail*^ 

* among us*'' 

But, notwithstanding this vein of prejudice, which 
has discoloured almost all your JugTti'Vf pleeeSf there 
etill breathes throughout your writings such a general 
spirit of humanity and zeal for the honour of the Re» 
public of Letters, that I am inclined to imagine the 
author of the English Orphan of China (an obscure 
Ishuvder) may still address you upon tenns of amity and 
literary benevolence. 
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TO M. ftE VOLTAIRE, 




I 






As I have attempted a tragedy upon a subjeft that 
has exercised your excelltnt talents, and thus have 
dared to try my strength in the how of Ulysses, I hold ^m 
myself in some sort accountable to M. I>e Voltaire for^^| 
the departure I have made from his plan, and the sub- 
stituljoa of a new fable of my own. 

My first propensity to this story was occasioned byi 
the remarks of an admirable critic* of our own upoitj 
the Oi-pban of the Home of Chau, preserved to us by 1 
the industrious and sensible P. Du Halde, which, 
ouc learned commentator observes, amidst great wild- 1 
ness and irreguhrity, has still some tiaces of rcsem*- j 
blance to the beautiful models of antiquity. In rof J 
reflections upoa this piece, I imagined I saw a blcmiskl 
jn the manner of saving the Orphan, by the tame rft- j 
sigEiation of another infant in lus place j especially 
when the subject aflbrded so fair an opportunity to ( 
linear^ the striigglings of a parent on so trying an oc-j 
casion. it thf^refore occurred to me, if a fable could] 
he framed J in which the Father and the two Young j 
Men might be interwoven with probability and j>ersp>-| 
cuityi and not embarrassed with all tht perplexities of I 
R riddle, as, you know, is tlie case of the HeracliuiJ 
of Cornell Ic, that then many situations might arise, in 
which uornc of the nearest atfedtions of the heart might; 
be awakened: but even then I was too conscious that I 
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tills must be executed in its full force by a genius very 
difFerent from myself. 

In this state of mind. Sir, I heard with pleasure that 
M, de Voltaire had produced at Pari* his L'OrpheliD 
deb Chine; I ardently longed for a^peiusal of tlie 
piece, expecting that such a writer wouJd ccrtaiuly 
seize all the striking incidents which might naturally 
grow out of BO pregnant a story, and that he would 
icave no source of passion unopened, I was in som« 
sort, but not wholly disappointed ; I saw M. De Vol- 
taire rushing into the midst of things at oncej opening 
liis subjeft in an alarming manner ; and, after the nar- 
rative relating to Gengiskaii is over, working up his 
first aft like a poet indeed* 

Meum qui feBm inamUt as^t 
lit Magus, 

In the beginning of the second a£t, he again touches 
our affeftions with a master-hand j butj hkc a rower 
who has put forth all his strength, and suddenly slack- 
ens his exertion, I saw, or imagined I saw him give 
way all at once ; the great tumult of the passions is 
over J the interest wears away; Gengiskan talks poli- 
tics ; the tenderness of a motl»er, flying with all the 
strong impulses of nature to the reUef of her child, is 
thrown into cold unimpassioned narrative j the r^li 
pour I'amourcux must have its place, and the rough 
conqueror of a %vhoie people must instantly become 
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£# Chevalier Gengiskan, as enfant i lover as ever sigi 
ed in the Thuilleries at Paris. Your own words, 
strongly expressive of th:it manly and sensible tas1 
which distinguishes yon throughout Europe, occur] 
to me on this occasion ; * Quelle place pour la galan- 

* terie que le p^irricide & rinceste, qui de'soient une 

* fAmille» & la contagion qui ravage un pais ? Et quel 

* excmple pins frapant du ridicule de notre theatre, 

* du pouvoir de Thabitude, queCorneille d'ua 

* qui fait dire a Th^s^c. 

* Quclqne i-av.ige aJfreux qu'etale ici U Peate } 

* L'absence anx vrajs anmns est encore plus funeste, 

* Et moi, qui, soixante ans aprcs lui, viens faire parler 

* une vicUe Jocaste d^un viel amour : & tout ctla pour 
< complairc au gout k plus fade k le plus faux qui ait 

* Jamais corrumpu la literature.' Indeed, Sir, Gen. 
giskan, in the very moment of overwhelming a whole 
nation^ usurping a crown, and massacring the royal 
fn.mily, except one infant, whom he ts in quest of, ap. 
peared to me exa£tly like the amorous CEdipus in the 
midst of a deatruiSlive plague* * Nunc hqh erat ku 
/onw.'— How would that noble performance, that 
chef d^{tu*ure of your countr}^ the Athalle of Racine, 
have been defaced by the gallantry of an intrlguCi if a 
tyrant h:id been introduced to make love to tlie wjj 
of the high-priest ? or if Joad, entertaining a secret 
f^.-^tion for Athalie, ami being asked what orders 
vrotild give relating to the delivery of his count 
«iiould answer, •* aucunc/' none at ;dU^Aud yet tin* 
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is the language of a nortliem conqueror, whining for 
a Mandarine's wife, who has no power of resisting", 
suid having no relation to the royal family, could not, 
by an intermarriage, strengthen his hncrest in the 
crown. But to you, who Iiave told u$ that Love 
should reign a very tyrant in tragedy, or not appear 
there at all, being tiniit for the second placej to yon, 
who have said that Nero should not hide himself be- 
hind a tapestry, to overhear the conversation of his mis- 
tress and his rival 5 to you, Sir, what need I urge tliese 
remarks ? To fill Up the long career of a tragedy wit!i 
this episodic love must certainly have been the motive 
that led you into this error j an error I take the li- 
berty to call it, because I have observed it to be the 
hackneyed and inefFe^ual stratagem of many modern H 
writers. Within the compass of my reading, there h ^ 
hardly a bad man in any play, but he is in love with 
some very good woman : the scenes that pas* between 
them, I have always remarked, are found dull and un- 
a wakening by the andiencc, even though adorned with 
all the graces of such composition as yours, of which 
it is but justice to say, that it bestows embellishments 
upon every subject* 

For me. Sir, who*)nly draw in crayon Sj who have no 
resource to those lasting colours of imagination witii 
which you set oiF every thing j a writer such as I am, 
Slff could not presume to support that duplicity of pas- 
fiou which runs Ihiough your piece* I could not pre- 
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tend, by the powers of st\ le, to suborn an audience ^H 
favour of these secondary pnssagts, fi am which their 
attentioji naturally revolts, A pkuner and more sim- 
ple method by before me. I was ncceifitated to keep 
tlie rr.^in objtrtl as much as possible btfoit the eye j 
and therefore it wus that I took sl survey of my subje^^* 
in order to Cxitch at eveiy tiling that seemed to me to 
result with order and propriety from it» A sgin tineas 
of interesting business seempd to me a primary defe^H 
in the construction of the French Orphan of Chlns^l 
and that I imagined had its source in the early date of 
your pky. By beginning idmost " g^mim ah ova,!'* 
by making the Orphan and thQ Mandarine's sou chil- 
dren in I heir gradleg, it appeared to me that you had 
stripped yourseH of two chrtrafters, which might be 
produced in an amiable Liglit, so as to engage the af' 
fe<5tions of their auditors, not only for themselves, but 
consequentially for those also to whom tbey should 
stand in any degree of relation. From this conduct i 
proposed a further lulvantage, tliat of eiliicing the very 
obvious resemblance to t lie Andromache, which now 
^_ strikes every body in your pUn* This last remark I 
^B do not urge against accidental and distant coincident 
^m cies of sentimenr, diction, or fible. Many ot the 
^P Greek phiys, weltnovs^, had a family -likeness, such as 
f an Q:dipuB, an Eledtra, an Ipbigenia in Tauns, in 

^^ Aulis, a Merope, kc. But what is a beauty in Racinet 
^B seems in his gieat successor to be a blemish. In ttie 
^M formet, nothing de^nd» on the life of A&tyanax but 
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what was very nntural --the happiness of the mofberi 
in the latter, the fate of a kingdant is grafted uporl 
the fortunes of an infant j and I aslt yolir awn feel- 
ings, (for no body knows the hnnian heart better) 
whether an audience is likely to take any considerable 
interest in the fcthiy of a babe, vho, wlien your 
Zamti has saved liim, cannot produce any change, an/ 
revolution in the attalrii of China ? No, Sir; the con- 
quered remain in the same abje^l state of vassalagd, 
and the preservation of the infant king becomes there- 
fore almost ujunteresting, certau^Iy nn important ; 
whereas, when the Orphan is grown up ro maturity, 
when he is a moral agent in the piece, when a plan is 
laid for revenging himself on the de:;troyers of his fa- 
mily, it then becomes a more pressing motive in the 
Mandarine's mind j nay, it b almost his dary, in such 
a case, to sr.criiice even his own offspring for the good 
of his countty. In your story, Sir, give mc leave to 
say, T do not see what entt can be answered by Zamti *s 
loyalty? His proapedt is at least so distant that it be- 
comes aJmost chimtrical. And therefore, as history 
warrants an expukion of the Tartai*s i as it was not 
upon the first inroad, but in process of time and ex* 
pcrience, thit they le ?rned to incorpoiate tSietnsehes 
with the conquered, by a<^ opting thcii' laws and ens. 
toms, I had recourse tc my own pieconcelved notions. 
W lie the r I was partially attached to them, or whether 
my reasonings upon your fable were jast, you, Sii , and 
tlic public, will determine. 
Bij 
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You will perceive, Sir^ in the English Orphan som« 
occasional insertions of sentiment Irom your elegant 
perform ance. To use the expression of the late Mr, 
Drydcn, when he tdks of Ben Jonson's imitation of 
the ancients, you nvOI of ten track me in your jmiju. For 
this I shall make no apology, either to the public or to 
yotj : none to the public, because they have applauded 
iome strokes for which I am indebted to you ^ and 
none certainly to you, because yoii are well aware I 
have in this instance followed the example of many 
admiied writers j Boileau, Corneille, and Racine, id 
France j and in England » Milton, Mr, Addison, and 
Mr» Pope, It was finely said by you, (I have read the 
stoiy, and take it upon trust) when it was objedled to 
the celebrated Abbe Metastasio, as a reproach, that he 
had frequent transfusions of thought firom your writ- 
ings, < Abl le cher voleurl il m'a bien cmbcUi/ 
This talent of embellishing I do not pretend to : to 
avail myself of my reading, and to improve my own 
prod u61jo lis, is all 1 can pretend to j and that, I ^tlU 
lermyseii, I have done, not only by transplanting 
from yoti, but alfto from many of the writers of anti- 
quity. If the authorities I have above mentioned 
were not sufficient, I could add another very bright 
example, the example of M. De Voltaire, whoin I h» 
often tracked, to use the same expression, in the jft 
^fSbaksptre, The snow of Shakspere is but a cold ex- 
pression J but perhaps it will be more agreeable to yoa 
f^^n a word of greater encrgj', that should convey 4 
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full idea of the astonishing powers of that great man 5 
for we islanders have remarked of late, that M. De 
Voltaire has a particular satisfaflioh in descanting on 
the faults of the most wonderful genius that ever ex- 
isted since the sera of Homer, and that too, even then, 
when he is under obligations to him j insomuch that 
a very ingenious gentleman of my acquaintance tells 
me, that whenever you treat the English bard as a 
drunken savage in your a'vant profos^ he always deems 
it a sure prognostic that your play is the better for 
him. 

If the great scenes of Shakspere, Sir } if his bound- 
less view of all nature— the lawn, the wilderness, the 
blasted heath, mountains, and craggy rocks, with 
thunder and lightning on their brows j— if these cannot 
strike the imagination of M. De Voltaire, how .can 
1 expe6t that the studied regularity of my little shrub- 
bery should aftbrd him any kind of pleasure? To drop 
the metaphor, if the following tragedy does not appear 
to you a monstrous Farce, it is all I can reasonably 
expeft. But whatever may be your opinion of it, I 
must beg that you will not make it the criterion by 
which you would decide concerning the taste of the 
English nation, or the present state of literature among 
us. What you have humbly said of yourself, in order 
to do honour to your nation, I can assert *\ith truth 
of the author of the English Orphan, that he is one of 
the worst poets now in this country. It is true^ la« 
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^^ deed, that the play has been received with ujicommt^^ 
I applause j that so elegant a writer as the author of 

^K Creufia and the Roman Father was ray critic and n^H 
^P friend J and that a great deal of very particiibr hono^f 
h^ been done me by many persons o{ the first distin|^| 
tlon. But, give me leave to say, they all know tl^H 
I faults of the piece as well as if it had l>een discuss^H 

^m by the Academy of Beliej Letters, We are a gene^ 

^f reus nation, Sirj and even the faintest approaches to 
' merit always meet here the warmest encouragement* 

^^ One thing further I will assure you, in case you should 
^B discover any traces of baj barism in the style or fablet 
^* That if you had been present at the representation, 
you would have seen a theatrical splendor conduced 
with a hienisame unknown to the sane Francaue \ the 

N performers of Zaphrmri and Hamet, by their interest- 
ing manner, would have made you regret that you liad 
nut enriched your piece with two characters » to which 
n calourist, like you, would have given the most beau- 
tiful touches of the pencil, had the idea struck your 
fancy; ami, though a weak state of health deprived the 
play of so fine an adress as Mrs. Gibber, you would 
have beheld in Mandane a figure that would be an or- 
nament to any stage in Europe, and you would have 
acknowledged that her aaing promise* to equal the 
elegance of her person : moreover, you would havt 
seen a Zamti, whose exquisite powers are capable of 
adding pathoi and harmony even to our great Shak- 
*op»"c, and have already been the chief support of somf 

own ^CtnC^ \\^.OT\ t\\t ^TV^u\y -iX^^ . 





TO M. BE VOLTAIRB. XV 

II 'i 'i'l'i ■■■" " ■ ^' ' ' ' 

TJpon the whole, Sir, I beg you will not imagine that 
I have written this tragedy in the fond hope of eclip- 
sing so celebrated a writer as M. De Voltaire : I had 
an humbler mcxtiwe, propter amfim quod te imitaria'veo. 
Could I do that in any distant degree, it would very 
amply gratify the ambition of. 

Sir, your real admirer. 

And most humble servant, 

The AUTHOR of the 
Orphan of China. 

London, April, 30, 1759. 



PROLOGUE. 



BY WILLIAM WhI TEHKAD, ESQ^ POET-LAUREAT. 
SPOKEN BY MR. HCfLLAND. 



Enough of Greece and Rome. The exhausted store 

Of either nation nonu can charm no mores 

E^^n ad'veniitious helps in vain nve try. 

Our triumphs languish in the public eye j 

And gra've processions y musically slvw^ 

Here pass unbeeded^^as a Lord Mayor's she<uj. 

On eagle luings the poet of to-night 
Soars for fresh virtues to the source of light. 
To China's eastern realms : and boldly bears 
Confucius'' morals to Britannia^ s ears. 
Accept th* imported boon ; as echoing Greece 
Recei*udfrom,'wand^ring chiefs her golden fleece j 
Nor only richer by the spoils become. 
But praise th^ adventurous youth, ivho brings them borne. 

One dubious chara^er, we o'lvn, he draivsy 
A patriot zealous in a Monarches cause ! 
Nice is the task the varying hand to guide, • 
And teach the blending colours to divide ; 
IVhere, rainbovj-like, tb" encroaching tints in*vade 
Each other^s bounds, and mingle light luitb shade. 

If then, assiduous to obtain his end. 
You find too far the subject^ s zeal extend ^ 
If undistinguished loyalty prevails 
ifher€ nature ; brinks, ox^ii rtrwj'ajfedFtw fails. 



PROLOGUE. 



On Cbina^ s tenets charge the fond mistake. 
And spare bis error for bis «uirtue*s sake. 

From nobler moti<ues our allegiance springs, 
for Britain knows no Right Divine in Kin^s* 
From Freedom's choice thai boasted right arose. 
And through each Unejrom Freedom's choice it/owi^ 
Justice, with Mercy joined, the throne maintains 5 
And in his People* s Hearts our Monarch reigns. 



DratnatiB ^ereonae* 



Men. 

TiMLRKA AT*, Emperor of the Tartars, - Mr. Havard, 

OcTAH, a Tartar General, ----- Mr. Bransby. 

Zamti,' a Mandarine, ----- - Mr.GARRicK. 

Etam, educated as his Son, ----- Mr. Mossop. 

Ha MET, a youthful Captive, - - - - Mr. Holland. 

MoRAT, a faithful Friend of Zamti, - - Mr. Burton. 
MiRVAN, a Chinese in the Tartar** ser- 



^iRVAN, a Chinese in the Tartar** ser-> 
vice, secretly a friend of Zamti, \ ^^' I^^vies. 

;;' I Ti.0 Conspirators, ^ Mr. Packer. 
r^ ) ^ I Mr. Austin. 



IVomaiu 
Mahdani, Zamti*8wife, ------ Mrs. Yates. 

Messenger, Guards, &c. 



Scene, Pekin, Capital cf China, 




THE ORPHAN OF CHINA, 



ACTL SCENE L 



Mandam, 
No, never; Mirvani never — still this heart 
Mitst throb with ctascless woe — All -gracious Hcav'aT 
Will not this pahce, drenched in gore ; the ciowrt 
Of China's kings fix'd on the Tartar's brow j 
Will not a traift of twenty years in bondage ! 
Ah ! will not these suffice, without a fresh cause 
Of bitter anguish in Mandane's breast? — 

Mir, JJetttr suppress these unavailu.g tears» 
This fruitless flood of grief, 

Mmi. It will not be 

Ev'n 'midst the horrors of this dismal hour. 
When fate has all transferred from lost Cathai 
To vile barbaiian hands j — in such an hour. 
This hearti revolting from the public cause, 
pieeds from a private source j bleeds for the woci 
That hang o'er Zan.ti'« bo^se, - — ^ — 
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Mir. Alast Mandane^ 
Amidst the general lirreek, who doe* not feel 
The keen domestk pangf 

Man, Ye^, ftU.--W* iSl 
Must feel the kindred-touct 5 daily the cries 
Of widows, orphans^ father^ son^ and brother. 
In vain are sent to bear'n j— the wasteful rage 
Of these baFbarfs»6<i-th<se accurs'd invaders- 
Burns with increasing fire 5 — ^the thunder still 
Rolls o*er our heads, direatening with hideous crash 
To fall at once, and bury us in ruin. 

Mir. And quickly fall it must I— the hsUid of heav'o^ 
Weighs tliis great empire down. 

Man, Nay, tax not Heav'n I 
Almighty Justice never bares it's arm 
'Gainst innocence and truth. 'Tis Timurkan, 
That fell barbarian— that insatbte waste r f ■ ■ - 
May curses blast the Tartar ! — he — 'tis he 
Has bore down alii and still his slaught'ring sword 
In yonder field of death, where Corea's troops 
Made their last stand for Liberty and China, ' 
Crimsons the land with blood. This battle lost. 
Oh ! then farewel to all ! — But, Mir van, say. 
How came the tidings ? 

Mir, From yon lofty tow'r. 
As my eyes, strainlnfj^tow'rd the distant plain, 
Sent forth an anxious look, through clouds of dust 
The savage bands appeared ; the western sun 
Gleanrd on thcii burnish'd helms j and soon a shout 
Fiom tiie glad ir^wluxujic ^vycU:m\l tir approach 
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Of Timurkan s— elated with new conquest, 
Tlie tyrant comes, and where his wrath will stop 
Heiv'n only knows ! - - ^ 

Man. Oh \ there — there lies the thoiaght 
At which inwginition starts, appalPd 
With horror at the scene her btiay workings 
Have coloured to mysight^ — there I es the thought 
That WLikens all a mother's fears— alas \ 
I tremble for my sun I 

Mir. Your son! — kind Heaven! 
Have yon not check'd his ardour ?— with your tears. 
Your soft authority, restrain'd the hero 
From the alarms of war ? — — - 

Man. Alasj good Mirvan, 
Thou little know'st his danger 1 — but that truth 
Must never pass these lips. 

Mir. I hope Mandane 
Doubts not my honest zeal— fall well you know 
I bear this tyrant deep and mortijl hate ; 
That under him I list, and wear thia garb 
In hopes that some occasion may arrive. 
When I may strike an unexpctiled blow, 
And do my country right, 

Man. Thy loyalty, 
T!iy truth and honour have been ever spotlesi, 
Besides thy wrongs, thy countless Wrongs, the wounds 
He gave your injur\l tamily and name 

Mr, Alas! those wounds must still He bleeding here^ 
Untented by the hand of tiaie — Not all 
Hix leuiijit arts, his favours heap'd apon me. 
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Shall cool the burning anguish of my soul. 
What be, that slew ray father l—dragg'd my sister. 
Blooming in years, to his detested bed! — • 
Yes, tyrant, yes : — thy unextinguish'd foe 
Pwells in this bosom. Surely then to me 
Mandane may reveal her griefs — her wrongs 
Will add new fuel to my hidden fires. 
And make them burn more fiercely,— 

Mast, Urge no more ■ 
My woes must rest concealed — ^yet should the tyrant 
Learn from the captives of yon vanquished host. 
That China^s Orphan breathes the vicai air. 
And to himself unknown, within hi% breast 
Unconscious bears the gen'rous glowing flame 
Of all the virtues of his royal line $ 
Oh! should they know that the dear youth survives^ 
That for his righteous cause this war began. 
Their fury then woidd kindle to a blaze. 
Might wrap the world in flames, and in the ruin 
My blameless son must perish 1 

Mir, Seek not thus 
To multiply the ill§ that hover round you i 
Nor from the stores of busy fancy add 
New shafts to fortune's quiver. Zarati's care 
Hath still deceived suspicion's wakeful eye ^ 
And o'er the Mandarine his manners pure. 
And sacred fun^ion, have diffused an air 
Of venerable awe, which e'en can teach 
These northern foes to soften into men. 

Man, Yes, Mlrvan^ yes — Religion wears a mica 
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In ZLimti's person so severely mild, 
That die fierce Scythian rests upoa^ his spear> 
And vYondtrs what he feeb! Such is tlie charm 
Of heait-felt virtue i such b nature's i^^icz 
That sj>e3ks abroad, and in rude northern hearts 

Can stamp the image of an awful God, 

Prom that source springs some hope; — Wretch that'^ 

I am! 
Hope idly flutters on ray trembling tongue^ 
Whil<; Melancholy, brooding o'er her wrongs. 
Lays waste tlic mind with horror and despair, 
— What fioist is that? 

Mir, Compose this storm of grief J 

In evVy sound your fancy hears the Tartar 

Your husband this way bends 

Man. Celestial Pow'rs I 
What lab'^ring sighs heave in his bren.3t? — what XtxriMr 
Rolls in the patriot's eye ? — haste, Mirvan, hence 5 
Again look outj gather the %jng news. 
And let me know each cii ciimst'diicc of ruin, 

lExH Mir van, 
Eniir Zamti, 

Man. Zamtil 

Zamti, Mmdane! 

Man, Ah I w hat hast thou seen ? 
What hast thou heard ?--Teil mc— has fate decreed 
The doom of China? 

Zamii. China is no more I ■ 
The eastern world is lost — this mighty empire 
Fills With the universe beneath the stroke 
Gi) 
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|;Of savage force— falls from it'* tow'ring hopes ; 
For ever, ever fall'n I 

Majt, Yet, why, yc Powers ! 
Why should a tyrant, trained to lust and murd^, 
A lawless ravager from savage wtlds. 
Where cheerful day ne^er dawas» but lowering heav'fl 
For ever tqUs a turbulence of clouds j 
Why should a monster thus usuq> the world. 
And trample fair simplicity trom ill 
Beneath his rufHan feet f - ^ 

Zamti, Far hence, Mandane, 
Those happy days* alas! are fled, when peace 
Here nursM her blooming olives, and shed rouji4 
Her fostering influence. — In vain the plan 
Of sacred laws, by hoary ciders taught. 
Laws founded on the base of public weal. 
Gave lessons to the world. In vain Confuciu* 
Unlock^ his radiant stores of moral truth; 
In vain brighjt science, and each tender muse, 
BeamM ey'ry elegance on polish 'd life- * - -^ 
JBarbarian powY prevails. Whate'er our sages taughti 
Or genius could inspire, must fade away. 
And each fair virtue wither at the blast 
Of nortliera domination, 

Man, Fatal dayl 
More fatal e^en than that, which fir&t beheld 
This race accursM within these palace walls, 
Since hope, that balm of wretched minds, is now 
Irrevocably lest, ^— 

^amii. N<UEii&iL0t4hie day. 



-1 
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Which saw this city sackM — fresh stream my eyes. 
Fresh bleeds my heart, whene'er the sad idea 
Comes o'er my tortur'd mind. Why, cruel Pow'rs ! 
Why in that moment could not Zamti fall ? 

Man, Thy sanftlty, the symbol of thy God, 
Made ev'n the conqueror suspend his blow, 
And murmur soft humanity. High Heav'n 
Protefted thee for its own great designs 5 
To save the royal child, the new-born babe. 
From the dire slaughter of his ancient line. 

Zamti, Yes, my Mandane, in that hour of carnage. 
For purposes yet in the womb of time, 
I was reserved . I was ordain'dto save 
The infant boy ; the dear, the precious charge, 
The last of all my kings : — full twenty years 
I've hid him from the world, and from himself, 

And now I swear-^ Kneel we together here j 

While in tliis dreadful pause our souls renew 
Their solemn purpose f [Both hneeL 

Thou all- gracious Being, 
Whose tutelary care hath watch'd the fate 
Of China's Orphan, who hast taught his steps 
The paths of safety, still invelop?; him 
In sevenfold night, till your own hour is come ; 
Till your slow justice see the dread occasion 
To rouse his soul, and bid him walk abroad 
Vicegerent of your pow'r j — and if thy servant. 
Or this his soft associate, e'er defeat 
By any word or deed the great design. 
Then straight may all your horrible displcasiuv 
- c iij 




pLtkA, yvif wtf iwiukii iii.ii'tir7,"-aTl wnerc mw^ 
HlmrnooftimtciKd poor, wnere wiii ^ if > 
Wliem #!il jwsor miseco lunr and x sociter ? 
Z/:.mu, tn I'lrrae. — I imr ±is obt aiiimii wvbh 

.1<««. Ah \ (pnckly, Etsi, sqr 
Wn-^rmeafwthacpsuUd look!' Wh^nrvcrcnft 
%r.x\%^ rtfi the work of ate? - 

Z<fm*i, Sav, does tiic tyrant 
^''^ irn \ix\^ntted yetwitii bkxxl ? 

Kv /. ,-,','x^ ,-,;■; tfiurwoh mores witirin t!ie gates 
ff f\''td ^Af'-tfifjC pomp: — the iroa swarms 
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Reeking from slaughter; wtiiki from gazing crowds 
Of their dire couiitrymeii, an iiproai- wild 
Of joy ferocious tlirough tli* astonished air 
Howls like a northern tempest :— O'er tlie rest> 
Proud in superior eminence of guilt, 
The tyrant rides sublime,— Behind his car 
The refuse of his sword, a captive train 
Display tbeir honest scars, and gnash tlieir teeth 

With rage and desperation, 

Man, Ci uel fate 1 
Etattn With these a youth, distinguished from thereit, 
Proceeds in sullen march* Heroic fire 
Glows in hig ctieek, and from his ai^dent eye 
Beims amiable horror* ^H 

Man. What of this youtli ? ^H 

Zamti, Be ivot alarm 'd, Mandmes— What of him ? 
Etan, On him all eyes were iixM with eager gaze. 
As if tbeir spirits, struggling to come forth, 
Would strain each visual tiei ve — while thro* the crowd 
A busy murmur ran—** If fame say right, 
<f Beneath that habtt lurks a Prince j the last 
«* Of China's race.*' — The rumour spreads abroad 
From man to man ; and all with loud acclaim 

ptn ounce their vengeance on him,' 

Matt. Ha ! what say's t thou, Etan i 
lieav'ns, how each bbck'ning hour in deeper horror 
Comes charged with woe ! 

ZfiJCTfi* It canjiotbe. Ye vain, 
Ye groundless terrors, hence \ i m [Mde, 

Man* My honoured lord. 
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Those eyes aptumM to Heay*n, alas I in vain. 
Declare your inward conflift, 

ZanUu LofvM Mandane, 
I pr^3rthee leshre me— but a moment leave me. 
Heed not the workings of a sickly fancy. 
Wrought on by every popular report. 
Thou know'st, with Morat I concvy'd the infant 
Far as the eastern point of Corea*s realm \ 
There, where no human trace is seen, no sound 
Assails the ear, save when the foaming surge 
Breaks on the shelving beach, that there the youth 
Might mock their busy search. Then check thy fean.^ 
Retire, my love, awhile ; Til come anon-— 
And fortify thy soul with firm resolve. 
Becoming Zamti's wife.— - 

Mm. Yes, Zamti*s wife 
Shall never a^V unworthy of her lord f 
Then hence I'll go,, and satisfy each doubt 
This youthful captive laises in my heart. 
Quick panting with its fears. And O ye Pow'rs X 
PfOte6t my son, my husband, and my king I 

[Exit Mandane. 

Zamli, Come hither, Etan — thou perceiv'st the toils 
That now incircle me. 

Etan, Alas! too well 
I see th' impending storm. But sorely. Sir, 
Should this young captive prove the n^al Orphan, 
You'll never own th' important truth. 

Zamti, Dream not, young man. 
To stand secure, yet blooming into life. 
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While vengeance hovers o'er your father's head. 
The stock once fallen, each scyon must decay. 

£/^.Then let me perish ! — Witness for me, Heav'ni 
Could Etan's fall appease the tyrant's wrath, 
A willing viftim he would yield his life^ 
And ask no greater boon of Heaven. 

Zamtt. This zeal 
So fervid in a stranger's cause——— 

Etan^ A stranger!— he! — 
My king a stranger! — Sir, you never meant it— 
Perhaps you would explore the fiery seeds 
Of Etan's temper, ever prompt to blaze 
At Honour's sacred name. Perish the man. 
Who, when his country calls him to defend 
The rights of human kind, or bravely die, 
Who then to glory»dead can shrink aghast. 
And hold a council with his abjedl fears! 

ZamtL These tow'rings of the soul, alas I arc vain. 
I know the Tartar .well — should I attempt 
By any virtuous fraud to veil the truth. 
His lion-rage again shall stalk abi'oad. 
Again shall quaff the blood of innocence j 
And for Zaphimri all the poor remains 
Of China's matrons, and her hoary sires. 
Her blooming virgins, and her lisping babeSf 
Shall yield their throats to the fell murd'rer's knife. 
And all be lost for ever! 

Etan, Then at once 
Proclaim him to the world 5 each honest hand 
Will grasp a sword, and, 'midst the circling guards. 
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The hour, to tamper with a chosen few, 

Who have resolv\% when the barbarians lie 

Buried in sleep and wine, ;»nd hotly dream 

Their havock o'er again — then, then, my son, 

3 n one collected blow to biir^t upon *em \ [horror 

jLike their own northern clouds, whose midnight 

Impending o'er the world, at length breaks fortli 

In the vaunt ligtitning's blaw, in storms and thunder 

Through all the red'ning air, till frighted Nature 

Start from her couch, and waken to a scene 

Of uproar and destru6tion. 

Etan» Oh ! my &ther. 
The glorious enterprize \ 

Zamti. Mark me, young man. 
Seek thou my friends, Orasming and Zimventi : 
In tlie dim holy cloisters of yon temple 
Thou'lt find them musing. — Near Osmingti^s tomb 
I chai ge they all convene ,— -and there do thou 
Await my coming — bid them ne'er remit / 

Their high heroic ardour j let them know. 
Whatever shall fall on this old mould'ring clay. 
The tyrant never shajl subdue my mind. 

ACT U. S CENE I. 

Enter Zamti. 
Zamti. 
Dream on, delude i tyrant! yes, dream on 
In blind security I— whene'er high Heav*n 
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Means to destroy, it curses with illusion^ 

With error of the mind. — Yes, wreak thy fury 

Upon this captive youth ; — whoe'er be is, 

If from his death this groaning empire rise. 

Once more itself, resplendent, rich in arts 

That humanize the world,— 'ic pays a debt 

Due to his King, his Country, and his God. 

His father, — wheresoever he dwell,— in teara 

Shall tell che glcyy on his boy derived 5 

And ev'n hie mother^ 'midst fier matron shrieks. 

Shall bless the childbed pang that brought fcim forth 

To this great lot, by fate to few atiow'd t« i ■ - ■ 

What woulds't thou, Mirvan ? 

Enter Mirvas, 

Mir. Eagerly without 
A rev'rend stranger craves access to Zanttt ; 
His head lioary with age, with galling tears 
His eyes suffus'd 5 bis ev'ry look impatience-*— 

Zamti. Give him admittance— lExit fAirrxi* 
—How my spirits rush 

Tumultuous to my heart— what may this mean ? 
Lo ! where he comes— 

Enter Mo rat. 

Morat, Zamti!— 

Zamti. Ha !— through the veil 
Of age, that face — that mien-:— Morat!— • 

Morat, Oh! Zamtil 
Let me once more embrace thee— 
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ZamtL Good old man I [Thiy twht-ace, 

Btit wherefore art thou lie re ? — what of ciy boy ? 

Morat, Ahl whiit indeed? — Es^'n froQi the ocean's 
margin, 
ParchM with the sun, or cliiiTd with raidiiight datnps. 
O'er hills, and rocks, and dreaxy contiaents. 
In vain Fve foUowM 

ZamtL Why didst let him forth ? 

MaraL Think not thy Morat urg*d him to the deed. 
His valonr was the cause j and soon as fame 
Proclaimed the prince alive, the mighty din 
Of preparation through all Corea^s realm 
AlarmM his breast — Indignantof controul 
He burst hii covert, and now, haplc.is youth — 

ZamtL Ah !— dead I— in battle fuirn I - 

Morat, Alas! cv^n now 
He drags the conquVor"*s chain. 

ZamtL Mandatic then 
May stsll embj^ce her BonI— My boy may live. 
To know the sweets of freedom ere he di«. 

Morat* Alas ! the measure of your woes is full I 
Unconscious of our frauds, the t}Tant thinks 
The prince hii prisoner in your son- 

ZamtL Ahl Morat! [Zanatf* 

Morat, Wild throtigh the streets the foe calls outoa 
Thee tlicy pronounce the author of this fraud , 
And on your Ha met threuten instant vengeance. 

Zamti, There was but this — but this, ye cruel Pow'rs, 
And this you^ve heaped upon me! Was it not 
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Enoiigli to tear him from his mother's arms— * 
poomM for his prince to wander o'er the world ? 
--Alas ! what needed more ? — Fond foolish eyes. 
Stop your unbidden giish — tear, tear me pieceiqeal— 
—No, I will not complain — ^but whence on him 
Could that suspicion glance ? 

Morat. This very morn, 
Pre yet the battle join'd, a faithful messenger. 
Who through the friendly gloom of night had held 
His darkling way, and pass*d the Tartar's cnmp. 
Brought me advices from the Corean chief. 
That soon as Hametjoin'dtlie warlike train. 
His story he related. Straight the gal J ant leader 
With open arms receiv'd him— knew him for tliy son, 
In secret knew him, nor reveal'd he aught 
That touch'd his birth. But still the busy voice 
Of Fame, increasing as she goes, through all the ranks 
Babbled al^road each circumstance. By thee 
liow he was privately convey'd — sent forth 
A tender infant to be rear'd in solitude, 
A stranger to himself! — The warriors saw 
With what a graceful port he mov'd in arms. 
An early hero !— ^leemM him far above 
The common lot of life— deemM him Zaphinirl> 
And all with reverential awe beheld him. 
This, this, my.Zan\ti,reach'd the tyrant's ear. 
And rises into horrid proof. 

Zamti. If so, 
Ph! what a sacrifice must now be made I [Aside. 
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Morat. But when the secret sliall be known— 

Xamii. Oh I Morat! 
Does thy poor bleeding country still remain 
Dear to thy heart?— Say, dost thou still revere 
That holy i?ow'r above, Supreme of beings^ 
Mistaken by the Bonzee, whom our fathers 
Worshipp'd in happier days? 

Morat. He— only he 
For twenty years hath given me strength in exile; 

ZamtL Then beading here, before his awful throne, 
Swear, what I now imfold, shall ever lie 
In sacred silence wrapped. 

Morat. I swear ! 

Zamti, Now mark me [taste, 

Morat — my«on — [Turning aside."] — Oh! <^ruel, cruel 
To conqueir nature while the heart-strings break! 

Morat. -Why beav« those sighs ? and why that burst 
of grief? 

Zamti. My soh-^his guikkss blood — ^I cannot speak I 

\Bursts into tears. 

Morat: Ha!— Wilt thou shed his blood ? 

Zamti. Thou wretched father ! [Half aside. 

Morat. Oh '. had you known the virtues of the youth, 
His truth, his courage, his enlightened mind— — 

Zamti. I pr*ythee urge no more — here Nature's voice 
Speaks in such pleadings {-^sucli reproaches, Morat, 
—Here in my very heart— give woundings here, 
Thou cans't not know, and only parents feel! 

Morat. And wilt thou, cruel in thy tears——— 

Zamti. Nay cease. 
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In pity to a father, cease — Think, Morat-*- 
Think of Za^himri I 
Morat, A,h ! how fares the prince ? 
Zamti, He fares, my Morat, like a God on earthi 
Unknowing his celestial origin: 
Yet quick> intense, and bursting into action ^ 
His great heart laboring with — he knows not what— 
Prodigious deeds! — Deeds, which erelong shall rouse, 
Astonish, and alarm the world. 

Morat* What mean 
Those mystic sounds ? 
Zamti. Revenge, conquest, and freedom ! i ■■ 
Morat, Conquest and freedom \ 
Zamti, Ay ! conquest and freedom ! 
The midnight hour shall call a chosen band , 

Of hidden patriots forth ; who, when the foe 
Sinks down in drunken revelry, shall pour 
The gather'd rage of twenty years upon him. 
And vindicate the casiern world. 

Morat, By Heav'n ! 
The news revives my soul. 

Zamti, And can'st thou think. 
To save one vulgar life, that Zamti now 
Will mar the vast design ? No j let him blead. 
Let my boy bleed 1 — in 5uch a cause as this 
I can resign my son — with tears of joy 
Resign him ! — and one complicated pang 

Shall wrench him from my heart. 

The conquVor comes ! [ IVartlke music <icitbin» 

I'his is no hour for parlying — M.pt, hcn<:e. 
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And leave me to my fixM resolve. 

Morat. Yet think. 
Think of some means to save your Mamet. 

Zamti, Oh! 
It cannot be-»-the sovil of 'f imurkan 
Is bold and stirring : when occasion calls, 
He springs aloft, like an expanding fire. 
And marks hi« way with ruin. Now he knows 
2^aphimri lives, his fear will make him daring 
Beyond his fonner crimes-^for joy And riot 
Which this day's triumph brings, remorseless rage 
And massacre succeed-^-and all our hopes 
Are blasted for an unimportant boyw 

lA serondjkjtrisb, 
Morat, That nearer sound proclaims his dread ap- 
proach. 
Vet once more, Zamti, think ■■ -'» ■■■ 

Zamti, No more— ^-I*!! Send 
Tliose shall condu6l thee where Orasming lives. 
There dwell unseen of all. But, Morat, first 
Seek my Maadane. Heav'ns ! how shall I bear 
Her strong impetuosity of grief, 
Whert she shall know my fatal purpose ? ThoU 
Prenare her tender spirit ; sooth her mind. 
And save, oh ! save me from that dreadful tonfliv^! 
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rCENF. IT, 

Two hrf^e Folding-gates in the back-scene are burst cfeu 
by the Tartirs, and then enter Ti^utLKAS,ivitb bis 
Train, 

Timur, Hail to this regal dome, this ^rgeovs palate! 
Where this inventive race have lavish'd all 
Their tlegancc : — ye gay apart nents, hail ! 
Beneath your storied roof, where mimic life 
Glows to the eye, and at the painter's touch 
A new creation lives along the wjlls ; 
Once more rcctive a conqueror, arriv'd 
From rougher scenes, where stern rebellion dar'd 
Draw forth his phalanx j till this warlike arm 
HurlM dcsohition on his falling ranks, 
And now the monster> in yon field of death. 
Lies ovcrwhclmM in ruin. 

Oi}ar. There he fell, 
No more to stalk thy realm : the eastern world, 
Fro'ii this auspicious day, beneath your ftrct 
Lies hv)und ia ad;i:nantin« chains. 

Ttmur. Thus, Ocrar, 
Shall Timurkjui dis:>iay his conquering banners* 
Kiv.m hii(h SoniArcmd^s waK^:, to i^hers the Tansis 
IX voUes h:s icy ti uiut; to tl.j sea. 

OJ^r. But n:s: thi^ captive prince !— 

7 . tc^r. V c.< . v^ c tor, nr>t 
7a;^li;:iri g!u:5 ;ny rj.:c — briag him before u^^-first 
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For Zamti— he, that false insidicus slave. 
Shall dearly pay his treasons. 

0£}ar. Zamti's crimes 
'Twerc best to leave unpunished :— vcrs'd In wiles 
Of sly hypocrisy, he wins the love 
Of the deluded multitude. *Twould seem. 
Should we infli^l that death his frauds jdesenre. 
As if we meant destru61ion to their faith : 
When a whole people^s minds are.once inflamM 
For tlieir religious rights, their fury burns 
With rage more dreadful, as the source is holy, [art 

Timur, Oftar, thou reason' st rigjht : — henceforth my 
To make this stubborn race receive the yoke, , 
Shall be by yielding to their softer manners, 
Their vesture, laws, and customs : thus to blend 
And make the whole one undistinguished people. 
The boy comes forth in sullen mood«-«what passions 
Swell in his breast in vain! 

Enter Hamet, x/r CbmnSm 

Timur, Thou art the youth. 
Who mow'd our battle down, and flesh*d your sword 
In many a slaughtered Tartar. 

Hamet, True ; I am. [hew 

Tmur. Too well I mark"d thy rage, and saw thee 
A wasteful passage through th' embattled plain. 

Hamet, Then be thou witness for me, in that hour 
I never shunn'd your thickest war ; and if 
Jn yonder field, where my poor coimtrymen 
In ma^igled h^aps lie m^ny a rood extended. 
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Kind fate bad doomed me t3 a noble fall. 
With this right arm I earn'd it. 

Timur, Say, what motive 
Unshcath'd thy rebel blade, and bad thee seek 
These wars ? 

Hamet, The love of honourable deeds. 
The groans ©^bleeding China, and the hate 

■fj Of tyrants. 

'it Ttmttf, Ha l-^taUe heed, rash youth — I see 

:i This lesson has been taught thee. 06lar, haste» 

j Seek me the Mandarine s let him forthwith [words! 

. ! Attend me here. [Exit O^ar.] Now tremble at my 

: , Thy motive to these wars is known-^thou art 

Zamphimri* 

>i HafMet. I Zaphimri I 

Ttmur, False one, yes : 

\.. Thou art Zaphimri— thou !— whom treacherous guil« 

Stole from my rage, and sent to distant wilds. 
Till years and horrid counsel should matiire thee 

*;, For war and wild commotion. 

ij Hamet, I the Prince ! 

The last of China's race ! Nay mock not majesty, 

i Nor with the borrowed robes of sacred kings 

Dress up a wretch like me — Were I Zaphimri, 
Think'st thou thy trembling eye could bear the shock 
Of a much-injur'd king ? Could'st thou sustain It ? 
Say, could'st thou bear to view a royal Orphan, 
Whose father, mother, brother, sisters, all 
Thy murderous arm hath long since laid in dust > 
WJaose native crown, on thy ignoble brow 



ASilL THE ORPHAN or CHINA. 41 

Thou dar'st dishonour ? — whose wide-wasted country 
Thy arras have made a wilderness? 

Timur. I see 
Thou hast been tutor'd in thy lone retreat 
By soipe sententious pedant. Soon these vain. 
These turgid maxims shall be all subdued 
By t^jy approaching death. 

Hamet, Let deatli come on : 
Guilt, guilt alone shrinks back appalPd-— the brave 
And honest still defy his dart j — the wise 
Calmly can eye his frown ;— and misery 
Invokes his friendly sud to end her woes. [fears, 

Timur. Thy woes, prestunptuous youth, with all my 
Shall soon lie buried. 

Enter Zamti. 

Timur, Now, pious false one, say, who is that youth t 

Zamti, His air, his features, and his honest mien 
Proclaim all fair within. But, mighty Sir, 
I know him not. 

Timur. Take heed, old man, nor dare, 
As thou dost dread my powV, to pra6Hse guile 
Beneath a mask of sacerdotal perfidy : 
Priestcraft, I think, calls it a pious fraud. 

Zamti, Priestcraft and sacerdotal perfidy 
To me are yet unknown. Rcligibn's garb 
Here never serves to consecrate a crime : 
We have not yet, thank Heav'n, so far imbib'd 
The vices of the north ! 

Timur, Thou vile impostor ! 
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Avow Zaphiinn, wbom thy treacherous arts 
ConcCviiVi from justice j or else desolation 
Aguin shall ravnge this devoted land. 

ZamtL Ahs! full well thou know-'st, that arm air 
Hath shed all royal blood. 

Ttmio\ Traitor, 'ti^ false! 

By thee, vile slave, I have been vv rough t to think 
The Imted race destroyed : thy artful t:de 
Abus'd my crcdlous ear. Bat know, at length 
Some captive sbves, by my command impal'd, 
Havco\vn\l the horrid tiiitb^^iave owuM theyfougH 
To scat Zaphirari on the throne of China. 
Hear me, thou froward boy ; — d*^rst thou be honesty 
And answer who thou art ? 

HamcL Dare I be honest ? 
I dare! — a mind grown up in native honour 
Pares not l>e otherwise — »tben if thy troops 
Ask from the lightning of whose blade they fled* 
Tell 'cm 'twas Hamet's. 

ZamiL ^Th — it is my son I 

My boy— my Hinaet 1—^ [ Aih^, 

Ttmur* Whera was your abode ? 

Hatnet, Far hence remote, in Corca's happy reakap| 
Where the first beams of day with orient blublics 
Tinge the salt wave : thei^ on the sea beat shore 
A cavernM rock yielded a lone retreat 
To virtuous Morat. 

Zamtu Oh \ ill-fated youth I [As'idt. 

HaTTtet, The pious hermit in that mo$a-gi*own dweU 
Found au a&ylum from heart- piercing woes, [in 
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From slavVy, and that restless din of arms 
With which thy fell ambition shook the world. 
There too the sage nurtured my greener years \ 
With him and contemplation have l walked 
The paths of wisdom : what the great Confucius 
Of moral beauty taught, whateer the wise. 
Still wooing knowledge in her secret haunts, 
DisclosM of Nature to the sons of men, 
My wond'ring mind has heard: — but above all, 
The hermit taught me the most useful science. 
That noble science, to be Brave and Good, 

Zamti, Oh 1 lovely youth ! — atevVy word he utteis, 
A soft cft'usion mix'd of grief and joy . 
Flows o'er my heart I [Ashie. 

^imur. Who, said he, was your father ? 

Harriet, My birth the pious sage — I know not why-— 
Still wrapped in silence ; and when urg*d to tell> 
He only answered that a time might come, 
I should not blush to know my father. 

Timur, Now 
With truth declare, hast thou ne^r heard of Zamti ? 

Harrift, Of Zamti ! — Oft enraptured with his name» 
My heart has glow'd within me as I heard 
The praises of the godlike mau. 

Timur. Thou slave, iTo Zamti. 

Each circumstance arraigns thy guilt I 

Hamet, Oh! Heavens! 
Can that be Zamti ? 

Timur. Yes, that is the traitor. 

Harriet. Let me ador^ his venerable form^ 




lUist! 
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Thus on my knees adore 

Zamth I cannot look upon him, 
Lest tcndcriiesfi dissolve ray feeble pow'rs. 
And wrest my purpose from me 

Timur, Hence, vain boy \ 
Thou specious traitor I — thou fsdse hoary monJist i 

Confusion has o'erta'cn thy subtle frauds* 
To make my crown's assurance firm, that none 
Hereafter shall aspire to wrench it from me. 
Now own your fancied king 5 or, by yon heav'n. 
To miikc our vengeance sure, through all the east 
Each youth shall die, and carnage thin mnnkind« 
Till in the gen'ral wreck your boasted Orphan 
Shall undisdnguishM fall. Thou know'st my wrord 
Is fate. Odar, draw near — when treason lurks. 
Each moment*s big with danger — thou observe 
These my commands [Talh apart to O^Ur* 

Zamti, Now vhtuous cruelty repress my tears l^H 
Cease your soft confli*^, Nature 1 Hear me^ Taria^l 
That youth — his air — hiscv'ry look unmans roc qt^, 

^fimur. Wilt tliou begin, dissembler ? 

Zamti, Down, down, down* 

It must be so, or all is lost — That youth, 
IVe dealt by him — as ev'ry king could wish 
In a like case his faithful subje£ls would. 

Timur, Dost thou then own it? Triumph, Timur] 
And in Zapliimri's grave lie Inrsh'd my fears 
Brave Odar, let the victim straight be Jed 
To yojider sacred fane : there, in the vicvr 
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Of my rejoicing Tartars, the declining sun 

Shall see him offered to our living Lama, 

For this day's conquest :— thence a golden train 

Of radiant years shall mark my future sway. [Exit. 

Zamti. Flow, flow, my tears^ and ease this aching 
breast ! 

Mamet. Nay, do not weep for me, thou good old man. 
If it will close the wounds of bleeding China, 
That a poor wretch like me must yield his life, 
I give it freely. If I am a king. 
Though sure it cannot be, what greater blessing 
Can a young prince enjoy, than to diffuse. 
By one great ad, that happiness on millions. 
For which his life should be around of care ? 
Come, lead me to my fate. [Exit *wUb Oftar, C^c, 

Zamti, Hold, hold, my heart I 
My gallant, genVous youth ! Mandane's air, 
His mother's dear resemblance rives my soul. 

Man. [mtbin.l Oh ! let me fly, and find the barb*, 
rousman!— — 
^Vhere— where is Zamti ? 

Zamti. Ha! 'tis Mandanc— 
Wild as the winds, the mother all alive 
In cv'iy heart-string, the forloni one comes 
To claim hei* boy I 

f^^rMANDANE. 

Man. And can it then be true ? 
Is human nature exil'd from thy breast ? 
Art thou indeed so barbarous ? 
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Zamti. Lov'd Mandanc, 
Fix not your scorpions liere ; a bearded shaft 
Already drinks my spirits up. 

Man, I've seen 
The trusty Morat — Oh! I've heard it all ! — 
He would hjive shunn'd my steps ; but what can 'scape 
The eye of tenderness like mine ? 

ZamtL By heav'n 
I cannot speak to thee ! 

Man. Think' St thou those tears, 
Those false, those cruel tears, will choak the vokd 
Of a fond mother's love, now stung to madness I 
Oh ! I will rend the air with lamentations, 
Root up this hair, and beat this throbbing breast. 
Turn all connubial joys to bitterness. 
To fell despair, to anguish and remorse. 
Unless my son— 

Zamti, Thou ever faithful woman, 
Oh! leave me to my woes I 

Man, Give me my child. 
Thou worse than Tartar ! give me back my son ! 
Oh 1 give him to a motlier's eager arms. 
And let me strain him to ray heart ! 

Zamti, Heay'n knows 
How dear my boy is here!— But our first duty 
Now claims attention — to our country's love 
All other tender fondnesses must yield:— 
—I was a subject ere I was a father. 

Man, You were a savage bred in Scythian wilds, 
d humanizing pity never reach'd 
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Your heart— Was it for this — oh! thou unkind one I 
Was it for this— oh ! thou inhuman father I 
YotL woo'd me to your nuptial bed ? — So long 
Have I then claspM thee in these circling arms. 
And made this breast your pillow ? — Cruel, say. 
Are these your vows > — are these your fond endear- 
Nay, look upon me— if this wasted form, [raents? 
These faded eyes have turned your heart against me^ 
With grief for you I withered in my bloom* 

Zamti, Why wilt thou pierce my heart ? 

Man, Alas 1 my son, 
Have I then bore thee in these matron arms, 
To see thee bleed ?*— Thus dost thou then return ? 
This could your mother hope, when first she sent 
Her infant exile to a distant clime ? ' . 
Ah 1 could I think thy early love of fame 
Would urge thee to this peril ? — thus to fall. 
By a stern -father's will— by thee to die ! — 
From thee, inhuman, to receive his doom ! — 
— Murder'd by thee ! — ^Yet hear me, Zamti, hearraei— 
Thus on my knees — I threaten now no more — 
'Tis Nature's voice that pleads— Nature alarm'd. 
Quick, trembling, wild, touch'd to her inmost feeling. 
When force would tear her tender young ones from her. 

^amiii Nay, seek not with enfeebling fond ideas 
To swell the flood of grief— -it is in vain — 
He must submit to fate ! 

Man, Barbarian I no-- [SbetUesbastily% 

He shall not die —rather— I prithee, Zamti, 
Urge not a grief distra6ted woman i- -tremWc 
Eij 
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At the wild fury of a mother'9 love I 

Zamti, I tremble ratlier at a breach of oatbs. 
But thou break thine — bathe your perfidious hand* 
In this llie-blood — betray the righteous cause 
Of at I our sacred kings » 

Mi^n. Out" kings!— our kings!— 
What are the scepter'd rulers oi the world ?^- 
Fomi'd of one commoa clay, are they not all 
Doom'd with e;ich subje<5t, with the meanest sLrv^ 
To drink the cup of human woe ? — alike 
All leveird by afRiaion ? — SacreJ kings! — ^H 

""Tis human policy seta up their claim — ^^ 

Mine is a mother's cause mine is the cau^ 

Of husband, wife, aatl child :— those tend'rest tie*! 
Superior to your right divine of kings ! — [wom^i^ 

Zamti, Then go, Mandane— thou once faithful 
Dear to this heart in vain ; — go, and forget 
Those virtuous lessons, which I oft have taugbl I 
In fond credulity, while on each word 
You hung eniimom'd. — Go, to Tiraurkan 
Reveal the awful truth, --Be thou spe(iflatresa 
Of murder d jnajcsty.— Embrace your son. 
And let him lead in shame and servitude 
A life ignobly bought»'--Thert let thotc eyes. 
Those faded eyes, which grief for me hath dlmm'd» 
With guilty joy re-animate their lustre. 
To brighten slavery^ and beam tlieir fires 
On the fell Scythian murderer* 

Man. And is it thus, 
Thiu is Mundane known ? — My soul diidaini 
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The vile imputed guilt. — No — never — never- 
Still am I true to fame. Come lead me hence, 
Where I may lay down life to save Zaphiipri* 
—But save my Hamet too.-— Then, then youil find 
A heart beats here, as warm and great as thine, [effort, 

Zamti. Then make with me one strong, one glorious 
And rank with those, who, from the first of time, 
In Fame's eternal archives stand rcver'd. 
For conquering all the dearest ties of Nature, 
To serve the gen'ral weal. 

Man, That savage virtue 
Loses with me its horrid charms.— I've sworn 
To save my king.— But should a mother turn 
A dire assassin ? — oh 1 I cannot bear 
The piercing thought!— Distraftion, quick distraction 
Will seize my brain . — Think thou behold'st my Hamet^ 
The dear, tiie lovely youth, my blooming hero ! — 
Think thou beliold'*st him — See!- -my child!- -my 
By guards surrounded, a devoted viftim ! — [child f 
Barbarian, hold ! — ah! see, he dies! — he dies! — 

[She faints into Zamti's arms, 

Zamti, Where is Arsace ? — Fond maternal love 
Shakes her weak frame — 

Enter Arsace. 
Quickly, Arsace, help 
This ever-tender creature.— Wand'ring life 
Rekindles in her cheek. — Soft, lead her off 
To where the fanning breeze in yonder bowV, 
M ay wo J her spirits back .—-Pi qpi^ouf Hfa^v'Q ! 
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J"! Pity the woundings of a father's heart ! 

j| I Pity my strugglings with this best of women 1 

ft Support our virtue ! — kindle in our sduIs 

A ray of your divine enthusiasm ; 
] : Such as inflames the patiiot's breast, and lifts 

5 . Th' impassioned mind to that sublime of virtue, 

j That even on the rack it feels the good> 

Which, in a single hour, it works for milli<Mi8, 

And leaves the legacy to after timej I 

{Exit, leading off Mandaae 

ACT III, SCENE L 



A Temple. Se*veral Tombs up and doivn fbe Stage* 
Enter lAofi^T. 

This is the place these the long winding isles. 

The solemn arches, whose religious awe 
Attunes the mind to melancholy musing, 
Such as befits free men reduc'd to slaves.— 

Here Zamti meets his friends amid these tombs. 

Where lie the saci ed manes of our kings, 
Tiiey pour their orisons— hold converse here 
With the illustrious shades of murder 'd heroes. 
And meditate a great revenge (a groan iskeardj^ 

a groan ! 
The burst of anguish from some caie-worn wretch 
That sorrows o'er his country ha I 'tis Zamti I 

Zamti comes out of a tomb, 
7f.jntt. WW ^\\e\??5A.%^^W^vlv:5e mansions of the dead? 
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Morat, Tlic friend of Zamti and of China. 

Zamti, MoratI 
Come to my arms, thou good, thou best of men— — 
I have been weeping o'er the sacred reliques 
Of a dear murder'd king — Where are our friends I 
Hast seen Orasmtng? 

Moral. Through these vaults of death 
Lonely he wanders, plungM in deep despair. 

Zamti, Hast thou not told him? — hast thou nought 
Touching Zaphinwi > [reveal'd 

Morat, There I widt thy will 

Zamti. Oh ! thou art ever faithful !— on thy lips 
Sits pensive. Silence, with her hallow'd finger. 
Guarding the pure recesses of thy mind.— 
But, lo ! they come. 

Enter OvLKiuisc, Zimventi, and others » 
Zamti, Droop ye, my gallant friends ? 
Oras, Ob \ Zamti, all is lost I— Our dreams of libeity 

Are vanish *d into air. Nought now avails 

Integrity of life.*— -Ev'n Heav'n, combined 
With lawless might, abandon us and Virtue. [thus 
Zamti, Can your great souls thus shrink within ye ? 
From heroes will ye dwindle into slaves ? 

Oras, Oh ! could you give us back Zaphimri !— then 
panger would smile, and lose it's face of horror. 
Zamti, What— would his presence fire ye ? 
Oras. 'T would, by Heav'n ! [yoke, 

Zim. This night should free us from the Tartar's 
Zi^mtt. Then mark the care of the all-gracious Gods! 
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This youthful captive, whom in chains they hold. 

Is not Zaphimri. 

Oras. } ^. ^„ , . . . 
SNotZaphimn! 

Zaaai. Kol 
Unconscious of himself, and to the world unknown, 
He walks at large among us. 

Oras. Hcav'nly Pow'rs !— 

Zamii, This night, my frieniis, this very night to rite 
Refulgent from a blow, that frees ns all— 

From the usurper's fate! the first of men, 

Deliv'rer of his country !— r- 

Oras, Mighty Gods I 
Can this be possible ? 

Zamti, It is most true. 
I'll bring him to ye straight— fr<2//i«gr to Etan, tvithm 

the tomb) what ho !— come forth . 

You seem transfix'd with wonder— oh ! my friends. 
Watch all the motions of your rising spirit, 
Direft your ardour, when an(m you hear 
What fate, long pregnant with the vast event. 
Is laboring into birth. 

Etan [comes out of i^e tomb,'] Each step I move 
A deeper horror sits on all the tombs 5 
Each shrine, each altar seems to shake, as if 
Conscious of some important crisis. 

Zamti. Yes; 
A crisis, great indeed, is now at hand ! 
Heav'n holds it's golden balance forth, and weighs 
^aphimri's a^d the Tartar's destiny. 
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While hovVing angels tremble round the beam.— 
Hast thou beheld that picture ? 

Etan,' Fix'd attention 
Hath paus'd on cv'ry part ;. yet still to me 
It shadows forth the forms of things unknown j 
All imagery obscure, and wrapp'd in darkness. 

Zamtu That darkness my informing breath shall clear. 
As morn dispels the night. Lo ! here displayed 
This mighty kingdom's fall.— — 

Etan, Alas! my father. 
At sight of these sad colourings of woe, 
Our tears will mix with honest indignation. 

Zamtu Hdky, but survey it closer— see that child. 
That royal infant, the last sacred reli6l 
Of China's ancient line— see where a mandarine 
Conveys the babe to his wife's fost'ring breast. 
There to be nourished in an humble state 5 
While their own son is sent to climes remote 1 
That, should the dire usurper e'er suspe6t 
The Prince alive, he in his stead might bleed. 
And mock the m,urd'rer's rage. 

Etan. Amazement thrills 
Through all my frame, and my mind, big with wonder. 
Feels ev'ry pow'r suspended ! 

Zamti. Rather say 
That strong imagination burns within thee-^ 
Dost thou not feel a more than common ardour ?— 

Etan, By heav'n my soul dilates with some new im- 
pulse 5 
Some strange inspir'd emotion— Would the hour 
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Of fate were come !— this night my dagger's hilt 
I'll bury in the tyrant's heart. 

Zamti. Wilt thou ? 

Etan. By all the mighty dead, that round us lie, 
By all who this day groan in chains, I will. [Prinq 

Zamiu And when thou dost— then tell him *tis tb 
That strikes. 

Etan, The Prince's wrongs shall nerve my arm 
With tenfold rage. 

Zamti, Nay, but the Prince himself I 

Etan, What says my father ? 

Zamti. Thou art China's Orphan 5 
The last of all our kings— no longer Etan, 
But now Zaphimri ! 

T^aph, Ha! 

Oras, O wondrous hand 
Of Heav'n! 

Zapb, A crowd of circumstances rise 
Thy frequent hints obscure— thy pious care 
To train my youth to greatness.— Lend your aid 
To my astonish'd pow'rs, that feebly bear 
This unexpefted shock of royalty I [strengtl 

Zamti, Thou noble youth, now put forth all you 
And let Heav'n's vengeance brace each sinew» 

Zaph, Vengeance ! 
That word has shot it's lightning through my soul.-*^ 
But tell me, Zamti — still 'tis wonder all — 
Am I indeed the Royal Orphan ? 

Zamti, Thou 

T^hou art the king, whom, as my humble son. 
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I've imrtur'd in humanity and virtue. 

Thy foes could never think to find thee here, 

Ev'n in the lion's den ; and therefore here 

I've fix'd thy safe asylum, while my son 

Hath dragged his life in exile. — Oh I my friends, 

Morat will tell ye all — each circumstance. 

Mean timeT— there is your king I 

[M kneel t9 him, 

Oras, ") Long live the Father of tlie Eastern 

Zim. 3 World ! 

Zamti, Sole governor of earth !— 

Zaph. All-ruling Pow'rs ! 
Is then a great revenge for all the wrongs 
Of Bleeding China — ^are the fame and fate 
Of all posterity included here 
Within my bosom ? [ Tbey all rise. 

ZamtL Yes ; they are : — the shades 
Of your great ancestors now rise before thee, 

Heroes and demi-gods : Aloud they call 

For the fell Tartar's blood. 

Zaph. Oh'. Zamti! all 
That can alarm the pow'rs of man^ now stirs 
In this expanding breast— 

ZamH, Anon to burst 
With hideous ruin on the foe. — My gallant heroes. 
Are our men station'd at their posts ? 

Oras, They are. 

Zamti, Is ev'ry gate secur'd ? 

Oras, All safe. 

Zamti, The :ignal fix'd ? 
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Oras, It Is. — Will Mirvan join us ? 
Zamti, Doubt him not. 
In bitterness of soul he counts bis wrongfs. 
And pants for vengeance — would have join'd ye hat 
But, favoured as he is, his post i-equires him 
About the Tartar's person. The assault begiin^ 
He'll turn his arms upon th' astonish'd foe. 
And add new horrors to the wild comnootion. 

Zapb, Now bloody spoiler, now thy hour draws nigl 
And ere the d.iwn thy guilty reign shall end. [friend 
2LamU, How my heart bums within me !— -Oh 1 m 
Call now to mind the scene of desolation. 
Which Timurkan, in one accursed hour, 
Heap'd on this groaning land ! — ^Ev'n now I sec 
The savage bands, o'er reeking hills of dead. 
Forcing their rapid way.— I see them urge 
V/ith rage unhallow'd to this sacred temple, 
Wiiere good Osniintgi, with his queen and children, 
Fatigu'd the Gods averse. See where Arphisa, 
Kcnding the air with agonizing shrieks. 
Tears her dishevell'd hair : — then, with a loo'c 
Fix'd on her babes, grief choaks its passage up. 
And all the feelings of a mother's breast 
Throbbing in one mix'd pang, breathless she ftints 
Within her husband's arms. Adown his cheek. 
In copious streams fast flow'd the manly sorroMy, 
While clustering round liis knees his little offspring,. 
In tears all-eloquent, with arms outstretch'd. 
Sue for parental aid. 
7Mph. Go on--.tVv^tik 
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Will fit me for a scene of horror. 
Zamii. Obi my pntice, 
The charge, which your great father gave me stfli 
Sounds in my ear. Ere yet the foe burst in, 
■ Zamti/ said he — All ! that imploring eye ! 
That agonizing look !^ 
* Preserve my little boyj my cradled infant — 
* Shield him from nilhans — train hi$ youth to Virttte : — 
* Virtue will rouse him to a great revenge ^ 
■ • Or failmg. Virtue aliall still make him happy/ 
He could no more — the cruel spoiler seized himy 
And dragged my king — my ever honoured king — ■ 
I The father of his people*— basely dragg'd him 
J3y his white rev'rend locks, from yonder iiltar, 
Here — on the blood-stain'd pavement j while the queen. 
And her dear fondlings, in one mangled heap. 
Died in each other*s arms [ 

Ziipb, Revenge [ rcvcng^e! 
With ii ore than lion^s nerve VW spring upon him. 
And at one blow relieve the groaning world. 
Let us this moment carry sword and fire 
To yon devoted walls, and whelm him down 
In ruin and dismay, 
ZamtL Zaphimri, no. 
^ By rashness you may mar a noble cause, 
I To you, my friends, I render up my chai'ge— 

f To you I give your king. Farewell my sovereign t 

► Zitph. Thou good, thou godlike man I — a thousand 

I Of wniTTiest friendship-^all the tendencies [feelings 
I Of hcart'felt gratitude arc struggling here. 
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And fain would speak to thee, my more than father! 
^Furcwel! — sure we shall meet again 1 

Zamti. We shall 

iTi/^^.Farcwcl !— Zamti, farewel ! — [^Embrauxia^ 
Orasraing, now 
The noblest duty calls us. Now remember 
We are tlic men, whom from all human kind 
Our f;ite hath now sele^ed, to come forth 
Asserters of the public weal ; — to drench our fwordi 
In the oppressor's heart; — ^to do a deed 
Which Heaven, intent on it's own holy work> 
Shall pause with pleasure to behold. 

lExit, <wUb Cuupir$iiru 

Zamti, May the Most High 
Pour down his blessings on him ! and anon. 
In the dead waste of night> when awful Justice 
Walks with her crimson steel o^er slaughtered heipi 
Of groaning Tartars, may he then diredl: I 

His youtliful footsteps tlirough the paths of peril! 
Oh may he guide the horrors of the storm. 
An angel of your wrath, to point your vengeance 
On cv'ry guilty head I Then — then, 'twill be cnoaghf 
When you have broken the oppressor's rod. 
Your reign will then be manifest — Mankind will ice 
I'hat truth and goodness still obtain your care 

\^A dead march. 
What mean those deathful sounds ?— Again I— They lead 
My boy to slaughter ! — Oh! look down, ye heavens I 
Look down propitious !— Teach me to subdue 
That nature which ye gave I—— \^Exit. 
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A dead March. Enter HameTj Oct ar, Guards, &c. 

OStar. Here let the viftim fall, and with his blood 
I Wash his forefathers* tomb. Here ends the hated race— 
The eastern world, through all her wide domain^ 
Shall then submissive feel the Scythian yoke> 
And yield to Timurkan. 

Hamet. [Standing by the tombJ] Where is the tyrant > 
I would have him see. 
With envy see, th' unconquer'd pow'r of Virtue 5 
How it can calmly bleed, smile on his racks. 
And with strong pinion soar above his powVj 
Xo regions of perennial day, 

Oaar. The father 
Of the whole eastern world shall mark thee well^ 
When at to-morrow's dawn tliy breathless corse 
Is borne through all our streets for public view. 
It now befits thee to prepare for death. 

Hamet, I am prepared. I liave no lust or rapine^ 
Ko murders to repent of. Undismayed 
I can behold all-judging Heav*n, whose hand 
Still compassing it's wondrous ends, by means 
Inextricable to all mortal clue, 
Hath now indos'd me in it*s awful maze* 
Since ^tis by your decree that thus beset 
Th' inexorable angel hovers o'er me. 
Be your great bidding done I 

OSiar. The sabre's edge 
Thirsts for his blood — then let it's lightning fall 
On his aspiring head. [Guards seize Hamct. 
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,t one dire stroke, shall nimble into nought. {Exit. 
Man, Why dld'st thou drire return ?— ah 1 rather 
id'st tbovi so long defer, with cv*r)- grace. 
And ev*ry growing virtue, thus to raise 
Your mother* 3 dear delight to rapture ? 

Hnmef. Lost 
In the deep mists of darkling ignorance, 
To me my birth"** unknown— but sure that look^ 
Those tears, those shrieks, that ammated grief 
Defying dnnger, all declare th* eifefl 
Of Nature^'s etrugglings in a parenfs heart. 
Then let me pay my filial duty here, 
Kneel to her native dignity, and pour 
In tears of joy the transport of a son ! 

Man^ Tho\i artj thou nrt my son I — thy father** face, 
His ev^ry feature, blooming in his boy ! 
Oh ! tell me, tell me all — how hast thou liv'd 
With faithful Morat ? — how ^\d be support 
In dreary solitude thy tender years } — 
How train thy growing mind ? — oh I quickly tell me. 
Oh ! tell me all, and charm me with thy tongue ! 

Htmiet, Mysterious PowVs 1 have I then liv'd to this, 
In th* hour of peril thus to find a pai-ent^ 
In virtue firm, majesric in distress, 
At length to feci unutterable bliss 
tn her dear circling arms \^hey embraci^ 

Enter TiMtJRKAN, Octar, Gfr. 
TfOTwr, Where h this wild 
Outi-agcous woman, who with headlong grief 
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Suspends my dread command ? — Tear >m atunder— 
Send her to some dark cell to rave and shriek 
And dwell with madness — and let instant death 
Leave that rash youth a headless trunk before nic. 

Man, Now, by the ever-burning lamps that light 
Our holy shrines, by gr^at Confucius'* altar^ 
By the prime source of life, and light, and being. 
That is my child, the blossom of my joys I 
Send for his cruel father— he^-'tis he 
Intends a fraud — he, for a stranger*8 life. 
Would yield his offspring to the cruel axe. 
And rend a wretched motber^s brain with madness! 

£jiUr Zamti. 

Zamti, Sure the sad accents of Mandane^s voice 
Struck on my frighted sense I 

Tsmur. Once more, thou slave i 
Who is that stubborn youth ? 

Zamti, Alas 1 what needs 
This iteration of my griefs ? 

Man, Oh I horror !— horror 1 
Thou marble-hearted father !— 'tis your child. 
And would'st thou see him bleed? 

Zamti, On him ! — on him 
Let fall your rage, and ease my soul at once 
Of all it's fears 1 

McJtt. Oh! my devoted child! {She faints, 

Hamet, Support her, Heav'n ! support her tender 
frame ! 
^— arrant, now I beg to live— y w^^/] k> ! here 
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I plead for life j — not for the wretched boon 
To breathe the air, which thy ambitioa taints ;— 
But oh ! to ensQ a mother's pains ;— for her. 
For that dear.objeft.~oh 1 let me live for her! 

Timur» No-,v by the conquests this good «word has 
In her wild vehemence of grief I hear [won. 

The genuine voice of Nature. 

Man. [recovering'} All !-<*— where is he ? 
He is my son!— -my child I— and not Zaphimri !— — 
Oh ! let me clasp thee to my heart I t hy hard, . 
Thy cruel father shall not tear thee from me ! 

7imur. Hear me, thou frantic moumer« dry those 
Peihaps you still may save this darling son. [tears— 

Man. Ah ! quickly name the means ! 

7mur. Give up your king» 
Your phantom of a king, to sate my vengeance. 

Hamet. Oh ! my much honoured mother* never hear 
The base, the dire proposal !— 4et me rather 
Exhaust my life-blood at each gushing vein» 
Mandane tlien— then you may well rejoice 
To find your child— then you may truly know 
The best delight a mother^s heart can prove. 
When her son dies with glory. 

Timur. Curses blast 
The stripling's pride— —[Tfl/>/ apart tvitb Oftar. 

Zamti. Ye venerable host, 
Ye mighty shades of China's royal line, 
Forgive the joy that mingles with my tears. 
When I behold him still alive ! — ^Propitious Pow'r« ! 
You never meant entirely to destroy 



6/i. THE ORPHAN OF CHINA* A3 l\L 

This bleeding country, when your kind indulgence 

Lends us a youth like him. 

Oh 1 I can hold no more — 'let me infold 

That lovely ardour in his father's arms^- 

My brave — my gen'rous boy I—— [^Embraces bim* 

Timur, Dost thou at length 
Confess ii, traitor ? 

Zamti» Yes, I boast it, tj'rant 5 
Boast it to thee— *to earth and heav'n I boast) 
This— this is Zamti*s son ! 

Hamet. At length the hour, 
The glorious hour is come, by Morat promis*d, 
" When Hamet shall not blush to know his father."' 

\_Kneeh to km. 
Zamti. Oh! thou intrepid youth!— what bright re- 
Can your glad sire bestow on such desert ? [ynsi 
The righteous Gods and your own inward feelings 
Shall give the sweetest retribution.— ^Now, 
Mandane, now my soul forgives thee all. 
Since I have made acquaintance with my son : 
Thy lovely weakness I can now excuse 5 
But oh ! I charge thee by a husband^s right- 

Timur, A husband's right !*— a traitor has no right- 
Society disclaims him — Woman, hear 
Mark well my words—Discolour not thjr soul 
With the black hue of crimes like his — renounce 
All hymeneal vows, and take again 
Your much.lov*d boy to his fond mother's arms, 
UTK'.u iustice whirls that traitor to his fate. 

'^hou vile adviser ! — what, betray my lord* 
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My honoured husband ? Turn a Scythian wife \ 

Forget the many years of fond delight. 

In which my soul ne'er knew decreasing love, 

Chaim'd with his noble, all-accomplish'd mind? 

No, tyrant, no ! with him TU rather dip 4 

With him in ruin more supremely blest* 
Than guilt triumphant on it^s throne. 

Zamti. Now then. 
Inhuman Tartar, I defy thy pow'n 
Xoi here, the father, mother, and. the soni 
Try all your tortures on us — here we stand 
Kesolv'd to leave a trad of bright renown 
To mark our beings — all resolv'4 to die 
The votaries of honour J—r-^ [the slaves, 

Ttmur, Then die ye shall — ^what hoi-— guards, seize 
Deep in some baleRiI dungeon's midnight gloom 
Let each apart be plung'd— and £tan too 
Let him be forthwith found — he too shall share 
His father's fate. 

Mir, Be it my task, dread Sir, 
To make the rack ingenious in new pains> 
Till even cruelty almost reknt 
At their keen, agonizing groans. 

Timur. Be that, 
Mirvan, thy care. Now by th' immortal Lama 
I'll wrest this mystVy from 'em — else the dawn 
Shall see me up in arms — 'gainst Corea's chief 
I will unfurl my banners — his proud cities 
Shall dread my thunder at their gates, and mourn 
Their smoaking ramparts—o'er his verdant plains 
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And peaceful vales TUl drive my warlike car. 

And deluge all the east with blood. [£*tf. 

OBar* Mirvan, do tliou bear hence those miscreant 
slaves. 
Thou, Zamti, art my charge. lLa)fitfg bM ofbim. 

Zamti. Willing I come [Shakes bim ^. 

The steady mind can scorn your mansions drear. 
And brighten horror with it's noon-tide ray. 
Mandane, summon all thy strength. My son. 
Thy father doubts not of thy fortitude. 

\^Exity guarded Ij OQax. 

Man. Allow mc but one last embrace— 

Ha?net. Oh! motlier, {To the Guards. 

Would I could rescue thee ! 

Man. Lost, lost again I 

Hamet. Inhuman, bloody Tartars I 
Oh I farewel 1 ■■ [Both together. '\ 
[Exeunt 9 on different sideJ. 

ACT W. SCENE I. 



A Prison, Ha met in Chains. Enter Zai^himri, (du^ 
guisedin a Tartar Dress) nvith Mirvan* 

Mir<van, 

There stretch'd at length on the dank ground he lies, 
Scorwing his fate. Your meeting must be short, 
«hall~ 
^et i tremble for th' event :— — 
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Why would'st thou venture to this place of danger ? 

Zaph. And can*st thou deem me then so mean of 
To dwell secure in ignominious safety j [spirit. 

With cold insensibility to wait 
The lingering hours — with cowSird patience wait 'era. 
Deliberating on myself, while ruin 
Nods over Zamti's house ? 

Mir. Yet whilst thou'rt here, 
Thy fate's suspended on each dreadful moment. 

Zafh. I will hold converse with him, ev'n tho' deatK 

Were ai'm'd against the interview.— [£jifi/ Mirvan. . 

Hamet, [still on the ground,'] — What woijld§t thou, 

Tartar? 
Zaj^h, Rise, noble youth— no vulgar Cfrar^d mine— 
Hamet, [^comesfor^Mord,'] Now speak thy purpose, 
Zafb, Under this disguise , ■ 

Hamet, If under that disgvjise, a murd'rcr'$ dagger 
Thirst for my blood— thus J can meet the blow, 

[ Throwing himself open* 
Zaph, No ruffian's pvirpose lurks within this bosom. 
To these lone walls, where oft the Scythian stabber 
With mi^rd'rpyis stride l^th come ; these walls that oft 
Have seen th' assassin's deeds — I bring a mind 
Firm, virtuous, upright. Under this vile garb, 
Lo ! here a son of China. [Opens his dris^ 

Hamet, Yes, thy garb 
Denotes a son of China ; and those eyes 
Roll with no black intent.— Say on 

Zaph, Inflani'd with admiration of heroic deeds, 
I come to seek acquaintance with the youth. 
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Whc :or h:s king would bravely die ! 

H^Tzet. Say then, 
J>:-iK thc'j arpUud the deed ? 

Z.-/.^. By hejv'n, I do. 
Ves, v::::icus envy rises in my soul — 
T/.y ardour charms roe, and ev'n now I pant 
To ch?Ji^c conditions vith thee. 

K-flrrf. Tlien my heart 
Accepts thy prcffer'd friendship. In a base» 
A prone, dtgen'rat? zgCy when foreign force 
And foreign manners have o'erwhelm'd us all. 
And sunk our native geniHS — thou retain^st 
A sense of ancient worth. But wherefore here. 
To this sad mansion, this abode of sori-ow, 
Com^st thou to know a wretch that soon must die > 

Z:i}b, By heaven, thou shalt not die — I come to speak 
The gladsome tidings of a happier fate. 
—By me Zaphirari send s 

Hamet. Zaphimri sends ! 
Kind PowVs ! Where is the king ? 

Zapt. His steps are safe ; 
Unseen as is the arrow's path. By me he says. 
He knows, he loves, be wonders at thy virtue. 
By me he swears, rather than thou should'st fall. 
He v.ill emerge from dark obscurity. 
And ^;rcatly brave his fate. 

H.imet, Ha! — die for me! 
I or iVif^, i^'iio'jle in the scale of being ! 
An unimportant wretch ! Whoe'er tliou art, 
Ip;' "viger, bear my answer back — 
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>h ! tell fny sovereign that here dwells a heart 
iiperior to all peril. When I fall, 

worm— an inse^ dies I — But in his life 
krc wrappM the glories of our ancient line, 
riie liberties of China I Then let him 
Live for bis people^ — be it mine to die. 

Zapb, Can I bear this, yc PowVs, and not dissolve 
In tears of gratitude and love? [Asidi^ 

Hornet. Why streams 
That flood of griet ["^-and why that stifled groan ? 
Through the dark mist his sorrow casts around hifn> 
He seems no common man, ^ay, genVous youth. 
Who, and what art thoy ? 

Zjfh, Who and what aiti I P 
Thou lead 'at me to a precipice, from whence 
Daw R ward to look, turns wild the mad'ning brain> 
Scared at tb" unf>ithomable deep below. 
Who, and wh^t am I f — Oh [ the veriest wretch 
That ever yet gi'oan'd one his soul in anguish I 
One lost, abandon'J, hopelesSi plungM in woe 

Beyond redemption's aid.- To tell thee all 

In one dire word> big with the last distreij, 
In one accumubted term of horror— 
^^.iphimri !— — — 

tlam€t. Said' St thou \ 

Zapb. He l^that fatal wretch, 
Bxalted into mi&ery supreme. 
Oh I I was happy, while good Zamtj*s son 
I walk'd the common trails of life, and itrovt 
HuETihly to copy my bnugin d sire* 
But now --- — 1 e 
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Hanet. Yes now— if thou art he— as sure 
*Tis wondrous like — rais'd to a state, in which 
A nation's happiness on thee depends 

Zafk, A nation's happiness 1— rThere, there I bl« 
There are my pangs! For me this war begaoy 
For me hath purple slaughter drench'd yoji fields^ 
I am the cau$e of all. I forg'd those chains— 
For Zamti and Mandane too — Oh I heavens !— 
Them have I thrown into a dungeon's gloom. 
These are the horrors of Zaphimri's reign. 

—I am the tyrant I 1 ascend the throne 

By trampling on the neck of innocence^— 
By base ingratitude 1 — by the vile means 
Of selfish cowardice, that can behold 
Thee, and thy father, mother, all in chains. 
All lost, ail murder'd, that I thence may rise 
Inglorious to a throne 1 * 

Hamet» Alas I thy spirit, 
Thy wild disordered fancy piftures forth 
Ills that are not— or, bciiig ills, not worth 
A moment's pause. 

Zc.j.h. J>Jot ills ? Thou can'st not mean it. 
Oh! I'm environ'd with the worst of woes! 
The angry Fates, amidst their hoards of vengeance 
Had nought but this — they meant to render me 
Peculiarly distress'd. Tell me, thou gnllant youth 
— A soul like thine knov^'s ev'ry fine emotion-— 
Is there a nerve, in which tho heart of man 
Can piove :>uch toiture, as when thus it meets 
quall'd fiieudsbip^ honour> truth> and love^ 
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And no return can make ?— — Oh ! 'tis too much. 
Ye mighty Gods, too niuch-^thus, thus to be 
A feeble prince, a shadow of a king. 
Without the pow'r to wreak revcrtge on guilt, 
Without the pow'r of doing Virtue right I 

Hornet, That power will come. 

^apb. But when ?— when thou art lost. 
When Zamti and Mandane are destroyed. 
Oh ! for a dagger's point, to plunge it deep, 
Deep in this— ha !^-deep in the tyrant's heart ! 

Hanut, There your revenge should point. For that " 
great deed 
Heav'n hath watch'd all thy ways ; and wilt thou now ' 
With headlong rage spurn at it's guardian care. 
Nor wait the movements of eternal justice ? [Heav'n 

Zaph. Ha!i— Whither has my phrcnzy stray 'd? Yes, - 
Has been all-bounteous. Righteous Pow'rs i 
To you my orisons are due— But oh I 
Complete your goodness :— ^ave this valiant youth { 
Save Zamti's house \ and then — if such your will. 
That from the Tartar's head my arm this night 
Shall grasp the crown of China — teach me then 
To bear your dread vicegerency-^I .stand 
Resign'd to your high will. 

Hornet. And Heav'n, I trust. 
Will still preserve theej in it's own good time 
Will finish it's decrees. 

Zapb, Yes, Hamet, yes 5 
A gleam of hope remains. Should Timurkan 
Defer his murder to the midnight hour, 
cij 
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•■ •.•■: »I! Z cjiTie. "jicii -unt these guilty walls, 
X -.; ■• rc •■ c i:;-jiuc:t». ir^ givi chce freedom, 
- -«;. :■: I.: — -:ii X-iiicaoE riik. 

'■ •- - --; -sfciTj r:-ir!:i:r-iiri7 leagu'd 

-_c.^ trt:.- rigrti. Tiy !3taer's care 
: . i.'*i inipir'j Cit w;c«-=. A.Tiong the tnx^ 
N. '. ::i verj" gua. ds, t-'srs irr iictwandrg 
^ v.w" -illjrc icr.3 of C.-.i-a, li nac =0'-ir, 
■- ■%• •:_.. diicover thtir lcc^-pez^--p fiiry, 
vM iai dcjtruftion roiini. 

jzJyuT. Wjiit —ill cor*v-r."i, 
.K'.yit'i'zy t^'in^ diirc*"*:' 

J".;-. Dsurniin'd ' — N^w 
T • iLii*: rsnrcr ^li intcn: rnev srani, 
Ai«i w^::l'.c = ^"ii iniic- ^-.e :jit blows. 
.- 'x?tr;. Ws.y liid'i: :.. .a \is:i:e forLi ? 
Jl:. >. \V.-.ir. pcor'.y l^.k [youth, 

\N".':.: n; rr:s;i.:i cii ! — t-a: ihougr.t — but, gexierou 
v.. z:z :-.-k :ne-:r.ly of ilice — No— liuc thcvgat 
Ij f •r=:.;a tJ :ay h--rc. 

.V-.tr Bu: rh'jik, my crlsce, 
O.i C'.'ni*5 wro::p. t\e •iying heroes' groans; 
V^'^-'v rr. tl*y arr^i:^:?. 
r.-r. Vy ir.ce^rcr^ ! 
\v.'.\: :<': :j ::-.ca lo. --i^scertied l-r.f, 

V *'.v'iil 01 in^ iheir \:.:uf5 ::x3 : No rr.orr— 
inpie ares n-.e. Near this place 
uid, oni ware a tiicir busy ni^tionsa 
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Until the gcn'ral roar ; then will I come, 
And arm thee for th* assault* 
Hamet, Oh ! if thou dost. 
Yet once again Til wield the deathful blade, 
And bear again§t the foe. 
Zapb. Yes, thou and I 
Will rush together through the paths of death. 
Mow down our way, and with sad overthrow 
Pursue the Tartar — like two rushing torrents, 
That from the mountain's top, 'midst roaring caves, 
•Midst locks and rent up trees, foain headlong down. 
And each depopulates his way.- 

[A flourish of trumpets, 
Hamet, What means 
That sudden and wild harmony ? 

Zapb, Even now 
The conqueror, and his fell barbaric rout. 
For this day's victory indulge their joy ; 
Joy soon to end in groans— for all conspires 
To forward our design — and lo I the lights 
That whilom blaz'd toheav'n, now rarely seen, 
Slied a pale glimmer, and the foe secure 
Sinks down in deep debauch 5 while all awdke, . 
The Genius of this land broods o*er the work 
Of justice and revenge. 

Hamet, Oh I revel on, 
Still unsuspe£ling plunge in guilty joy. 
And bury thee in riot ! 

Zapb. Ne'er again 
To wake from that vile trance — for ere the da>vn^ 
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Df tf stf d spoiler, thy hot blood shall smoke 
On the st.inM marble, and thy liinbs abhorred 
ril scatter to the dogs of China. 

£j!rf^MlRVAN. 

•V>. Break off your conference — 0£lar this way 

r. , f . Thi» garb will cloak me from each hostile eycj 
TS:c u^<\i*sc not fur detection. 

IxiiT OCTAR. 

XV. "Hiere** yottr pris'aer. IPoimti^g to Hamet, 

v\'i jr. Lejkl Um tJ w.iere Mandane^s matron grief 
K::»p :>jough yon vii:!:=i roof. 

H.'jut, Oil ! lead 2:.e ro ix^l 
Le: me gi* e balm to her j^m-ctcd mind. 
And soften anguish in a parentis breast. 

[Exit, 'wUb Mirm« 

Zjpb^ What may this mean ? I dread some lurking 
mischief. \^£x.t m tbg ^ipojiie slat. 

Ociar. When the boy clings around his mother*s heart 
In fond endearment, then t«> tear him from her^ 
Will once again awaken ail her tenderness. 
And in her imootw.ice of grier, tiie truth 
At ldnc;th will burst ii^s way. 3ut Timurkan 
Impatieat comcs. 

Entfr TiMURKAN, 

O "" « with disordered looks, 

v'ce\^ ^ua the ^juiial banqiM* 
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To seelC a dnngeon''8 gloom ? 

Timur, Oh f vaUanr O^ar, 
A more than midnight gltKnn mvolvcs my *ouI, 
Haat thou beheld this stubborn Mandarine ? [geance 

Qciar. I h^ve; and tried by cv'ry threatea'd veil* 
To bend his soul: unconquer'd yet by words. 
He siiiiles contempt \ as it some iii%vard joy. 
Like the sun, bbVing in a night of clouds. 
Shot forth it's glad'ning unitrsisted bcamsi 
Cheering the face of woe, 

Ttmur. What of Mindane ? 

O^nr^ At first with tears and bitter lan^entations 
Shecall'd on Hornet lost^ but when I urg'd, 
She still might tave h?r hoy, and save herself. 
Would she but give Zaphimri to your wrath, 
Htr tears forgot to flow) her voice, hei look, 
Ilcr colour sudden chaag'd, and alt her form 
Enlarging with th' emotions of her soul, 
Grew vaster to the sight. With biood-shot eye* 
She cast a look of silent indJgnationi 
Then turned in sulltn mood away, 

Ttmur* Perdition 
Overwhelm her pride I 

Oiiar. Mi^jht I advise you. Sir, 
An artful tale of love should softly glide 
To her afflifled sou?^-a conqueror's sighs 
Will waft a thousand wishes to her heart. 
Till fenialtr vanity aspire to reach 
The easttrn throne \ ad when her virtue mclti 
In the ^t tumult of her gay desires^ 
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Wm from her ew^ty truth, tbcn spora to sliaine 
The wcal:» deluded woman. 

Tmmr^ oaar^no: 
I GUMOC $t(Kip wirb loirc-slck adulation 
To tlirill rn Unguisblng desire, 2iut try 
The hopes, the fears, aod the caprice of lore. 
Enur'd to rougher scenes, fttr other art* 
Mymind employed i to sliog tlic well-stor'd quiver | 
Over this manly arm, and win^ the dart. 
At the fieet rein-deer, sweeping down the vale. 
Or up the mount:Lm, straining cv*iy nerve j 
To va^ik the oetghuig stecd^ aad ui^ his coui-se 
Swifter thm irbtrlwinds ; through the ranks of war 
To drive my cfaariot-wheels, siookin^ with gore t 
These are tttv- fas ^ mas, this my only science^ 
Above I i ckne^es of lore. 

Bring ti:-: . ,.^ ,,«'«r, the hooty pHest, bcfiw me* 

^wmr* Bf heaY^ii, their fortrtisde erects a fo 
To shield 'em from ar»y wnth, taorz pow'rfol i 
Than thdr high-bo>sted wali, which lon^ hath ^tooA 
The shock of time, of war, of storras^ and thtmicfx 
of the world ! 
thou. Virtue, who can'st thus btspire 
pride, thi$ dignity of sotil, 
beaiiteous tn distress, 
iof« my beart hath nci^r knowsj^ 

«ft, than ^^tor. tliy detested i 
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Once more I brook, to try if yet the aeiwc 

Of ^Q^s ahborrM as thine, lias touched your tauL 

Or clear this mystVy, or by yonder heav'n 

1*11 bunt Zapliimri to his secret haunt. 

Or spread a general carmige round the world. 

Zamtu Thy rage Js vain — far from tliy rutlUcss pow'r 
Kind beav'n pjotc^ls bim, till the awful trutk 
In some dread hour of horror and revenge 
Shall burst like thunder on thee« 

Timur, 11a I bewarc^ — 
Nor rouse mj lion -rage — ^yet, ere 'tis late. 
Repent thee of thy crimes- 

Zamii, Tlie crime would be 
To yield to thy uaiust commands. But know, 
A louder voice than thine forbids the dtcd j 
The voice of all my kings t Foitb frum their tombs 
Ev'n now they send a peal of groans to Heaven, 
Where all thy murders are long sitite gone up. 
And stand in diead array against thee, 

Timur, Murders I 
Ungrateful Mandarine! Say, did not I, 
'When civil discord lighted up her brandj 
Ji.nd scattered wide her fiaraes — when fierce contention 
'Twixt Xohohamti and Zaplimri's father 
Sorely convuU'd the realm— did not I then 
Lead ^orth my Tartars froiu their iiortheni fi-onticri 
And bid fair order rise ? 

ZamU. Bid order riae 1 
Hast thou not smote us with a hind of wrath? 
Jy thee each art hsu died, aiid ev'ry sgicncc 
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Gone out at thy fell blast. Art diou not comt 
To sack oar cities, to snb%'ert our trr-mples^ 
The temples of our Gods, and with the worship, 
The mon^trom worship of your living I^nutt 
Profane cur holy shrinct > 

Timmr, Peace, insolent! 
Nor dare with horrid treason to provoke 
The wrath of uijurM majesty* 

Zamti, Yes, tyrant, 
Ye4, thou hast smote us with a hand of wrath ; 
FuJi twenty years hast smote usj but at length 
Will come the hour of Hcav'o's just visitation. 
When thou shalt rue— licor me, thou maji of bl 
Yes, thou shalt rue the day, when thy fell raj 
Imbrued those hands in royal bloods Now trei 
The arm of the Nf ost High is har'd against thee— 
And see !^ — the hand of Fate describes thy doom 
In glaring letters on yon rubied wall I 
Each gleam of light is perjsh'd out of Heav'n, 
And darkness rushes o*cr the face of earth* | 

^smur, Think'itthoujvile slave, with visionary fei 
I e'er can shrink appalVd ? Thou moon-struck seaH 
No more I'll btar this mockery of words ; 
Or straight resolve me, or by hell and vengeance > 
Unheard- cff torment waits thee. 

ZMnii, Know*9t thou not 
I ofFerM up my boy ? And after tliat, 
A -^ftia, think' &t thou there is ao; 
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My will, my sovereign will, which here is law, 
And treads upon the neck of slaves. 

Zamti. Thy will 
The law in China I IIUinstru<5led man ! 
Now learn an awful truth— Though ruffian pow'r 
May for a while suppress all sacred order. 
And trample on the rights of man, the soul. 
Which gave our legislation life and vigour. 
Shall still subsist, above the tyrant's reach :— 
The spirit of the laws can never die. 

'Ttmur, I'll hear no more. What ho ! 

Enter Octar and Guards* 

Pring forth Mandane— 

Ruin involves ye all — this very hour 

Shall see your son impal'd : yes, both your sons. 

Let Etan be brought forth. 

OSiar. Etan, my liege. 
Is fled for safety. 

Tmur. Thou pernicious slave f [7b Zamti. 

Him too would'st thou withdraw from justice ? — ^liim 
Would'st thou send hence to Corea's realm, to brood 
O'er some new work of treason ? By the pow'rs 
Who feel a joy in vengeance, and delight 
In human blood, I will unchain my fury 
On all, who trace Zapliimri in his years j 
But chief on tliee and thy devoted race. 



to 
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£ftUr Mandan£ and Hauet. Mielvak guar^i^ 
tkem, Sec, 

Tmur, Woman, attend tny i*ord? — instant reveal 
This dark conspiracy, and save thyself. 
If uilful tuou wilt spnrn the joys that woo thee. 
The rack shall have it's prey. 

Man. rt 13 in vain. 
1 tell thee, Homicide, my soul is bound 
By solemn vow^^ : nnd would^st thou have mc brcsjk 
What angels wafted on their wings to Hcav'n i 
Timar, Renounce your rash resolves, nor coi 

desti uclion. 
Mart. Goddess of Vengeance, from your realms abo^ 
Whei e near the throne of the Most High tlioa dwell' 
I n dp her 'd in dailtness, anad^t iioards of thunder* 
Ses enely dre-adful, tili dire human crimes 
Provtike thee down j now, on the whirlwind's wing 
Desccud, and with your ilainrng sword, your bolts 
Red witfi aifnighty wrath, let loose your rage. 
And bl.i5t this vile seducer in his guilt. [bofl 

Ttmur. BJind trautic woman 1 — ttnnk on your lov'd 
Mas. That tender struggle's o*er— if he must die, 
rU greatly dare to follow, 
Ti/rmr, Th-n forthwith 
ril put tlice to the pioof-^Drag forth the boy 

ITbty seixx Hatnet 
-Lead me 
: lustice reignS; 



To instant dc^th- 

Hamet. Corne on thcn- 
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»aad is stretched o'er ail. t^;df, 
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I ^imar. Quick, drag him forth. 

Man. Now by the Pow'i s above, hy cvVy tie 
Of humanizing pity, seize me first; 
^Ohl spare my chiki, and end his wretched mother! 
^imur* Thou plead 'st in vain. ,^^ 

Enter a Messenger in haste^ ^H 

Messu Etan, dread Sir, is found. "^H 

ZamiL Ah I China totters on the brink of ruin! 

Ttmur. Where lurk'd the slave ? 
Mess, Emerging from disguise, 
He rushed amid the guards that led forth Hamet: 
** Suspend the stroke,'* he cry'd : then craved admit- 
tance 
To your dread presence, on afiairs, he sayt. 
Of highest import to your throne and life. 

i2ff/»/f. Ruin impends. [.'M/f.] Heed not an idle 

boy. [/oTimmkan. 

Timur, Yci, I will see liim i bring him straight be- 
fore me. 
Zamii. Angels of light, quick on the rapid wing 
Dart from the throne of grace, and hover round him I 

Enter Z A p H t u & t» Guards foih^ng km, 

Th^ur. hou com'st on matters of importance Tdc«p 
tJi^to my throne and life 

Zaph,. I dOi- — —This very hour 
Thy death is pSotting. 

^Imur* Ha l«^^by whom ? 
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From tills supreme of woe ? Here will I lie. 

Here oii tliy diiity bosom — with this breast 

V\i barrow up my grave, and end at once 

This pow'rless wretch — ^thig ignominious king ! 

Acid sleeps ainiighty Justice? Will it not 

Now lAwiken all it's terrors I — arm yon band 

Of secret heroes with avenging thunder? fslou 

By heaven that thought [riun^] lifta up niy kindling 

With rt^novnted fire, [y//Ji/^.] My glorious friends, 

(W])0 now convene big with your country "4 fate) 

When 1 am dead — oh I give nic just revenge! 

Let not my shade rise unaton*d amongst ye ; 

XiCt me not die inglorious^ mike my fall. 

With some great aft of yet unheard-of vengeance. 

Resound throughout the world j that farthest Scythia 

May stand appiH'd at the huge distant roar 

Of one vast tun tumbling on the heads 

Of th|s fell tyrant^ and his hated race. 

ACT n SCENEJ^ 

tbi Palace, Enter Octae, Zamti and MakdaKE 
fiUmvmg him, 

Zamii. 

W^tt V dost thou lead iis to this hated mansion ? 
Must we again behold the tyrant *s frown f 
Thou know^it our hearts are fix'd. 
OSiar* The war of words 
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We scorn Jlgain to wage : thither ye come 

Beneath a monarch's eye to meet your doom. 

The rack is now preparing : Timurkan* 

Shall soon behold your pangs, and count each groan 

Ev'n to the fullest luxury of vengeance. 

Guard well that ]3assage: [to the Guards wiihin.] — 

see these traitors find 
No means of flight ; while to the conqueror 
I hasten, to receive his last commands. 

[Exit Oftar, en the opposite side. 

Zamti. Thou ever faithful creature 1— — 

Man. Can'st thou, Zamti, 
Still call me faithful ? By that honoured name 
Wilt thou call her, whose mild maternal love 
Hath overwhelm'd us all ? 

Zamti. Thou art my wife. 
Whose matchless excellence, ev'n in bondage, 
Hath cheer'd my soul ; but now thy ev'ry charm. 
By virtue waken'd, kindled by distress 
To higher lustre, all my passions beat 
Unutterable gratitude and love. 
And must — oh I cruel! — must I see thee bleed ? 

Man. For me death wears no terror on his brow. 
Full twenty years hath this resounding breast 
Been smote with these sad hands j these haggard eyes 
Have seen my country's fall j my dearest husband — 
My son — my king — all in the Tartar's hands : 
What then remains for me ? Death — only death. 

Zamti, Ah ! can thy tenderness endure the pangs 
Inventive cruelty ev'n now designs?— 
H uj 
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Must tliU fiiir farm— this soft pci fcaion bleed ? 
Tiiy decent limbs be strained vvitii cruel cords 
To glut a ruffian's rage ? 

Man* AliS ! this frame, 
Tliis f eble texture never can sustain it. 
But this — this I caii bear \She"jjj a t 

ZamtL Hn! 

Man, Yes 1 ^this dagger * 

Do thou but lodge it in this faithful breast. 
My heart shall spring to meet thee. 

ZamiL Oh! 

Man Do tho\i. 
My hon>ur'd lorJ, who taught me every virfuiei 
Atford this friendly, this last human oilicCj 
And teach me nnw to die. 

ZamtL Oh i ncvcr^~ never — — 
Hc^^ce let me bear tliis fatal instrument. 

[ Takes the da^m 
What, to usurp the dread preroj^.Ttive 
Of life and death, ajid measure out the thread 
Of our own beings I— *tis the coW'^rd's a<f^. 
Who dares not to encounter pain and peril. 
Be that the pracl:fceof th* untuto>*d savage ; 
Be it the praftice of the gloomy North » 

Man, Must we then wait a haughty tyrant's nod. 
The vassals ni his will ' — No — let us rather 
Nobly break through the banieis of this life. 
And Tojn the beings of some other viorld, 
Who'll thronfj urDund our greatly daring sonls^ 
/iXid view t\ie detd mvVvYiCkwi^t^iid^jj^Uusc, 
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ZamiL Distress too exquisite I— Yc holy PowVj, 
If aught below can supersede your bw. 
And plead for wretches, who dare, seU-impeird, 
Kush to your awful presence j— ohl— it is not 
When the distemper'd passions rage, when pride 
Is stung to ni-idness, when ambition falls 
From his high scaffolding j^-oh 1 no. If aught 
Can justify the bloW| it is when Virtue 
Has nothing left to do; when Liberty 
No more can breathe at large -, 'tis with the groans 
Of our dear country when we dare to die. 

Matt, Then here at once direft the friendly steeL 

Zamti. One last adieu U— now !-— ah ! does this becoiiu: 
Thy husband's love? — thus with uplifted blade 
Can I approach that bosom-bliss, w^here oft 
With other looks than these — oh \ my Mandane !^ 
I've hushM my cares within thy sheltering arms ? 

Man, Alas ! the loves that hover'd o'er our pillows 
Have spread their pinions, never to return, 

And the pale Fates surround us \ 

Then lay me down in honourable rest : 
Come, as thou art, all hero, to my arms, 
And free a virtuous wite. 

Zamti, It must be so. 
Now then prtpare thee My arm flags and droopf^ 
Conscious of thee in cv'ry trembling nerve. 

[ Dashes do'Wft ibe dagger* 
By beav'n, once more I would not raise the point 
Against th.it hoard of sweets^ for endless years 
Of universal empire. 
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Man, Ha ! the fell ministers of wrath — and yet 
They shall not long insult us in our woes. 
Myself vrill still preserve the means of death. 

{Xakes up the dagger • 

Enter Timurkan and Oct kil. 

Timur, Now then, detested pair, your hour is corae-^ 
Drag forth these slaves to instant (feath and torment. 
I hate this dull delay ; I burn to see them 
Gasping in death, anjl welt'ring in their gore. 

Man. Zamti, support ray steps — with thee to die 
Is all the boon Mandane now would crave. 

lExeunt Mandane and Zamti. 

Timur, Those rash, presumptuous boys, are they 
brought forth ? 

O^ar, Mirvan will lead the victims to their fate. 

Timur. And yet what boots their death ? — the Or- 
phan lives. 
And in this breast fell horror and remorse 
Must be the dire inhabitants. — Oh I Ot^tar, 
These midnight visions shake my ininost soul I 

O^ar. And shall the shad'wings of a feverish brain 
Disturb a conqu'ror's breast ?— - 

Timur, 06tar, theyVe made 
Such desolation here — 'tis drear and horrible I— 
On yonder couch, soon as sleep clos'd my eyes. 
All that yon mad enthusiastic priest 
In mystic rage denounced, rose to niy view ; 
And ever and anon a livid flash, 
Fiom conscience shot, s'\<twM to my aching sight 



MV, THE ORPHAN OP CHINA, 

The colours of my giiiJt 

Billows of blood were round me j and the ghosts, 
The ghosts of heroes, l>y my rage destroyed, 
Came with rheir ghastly oi'bs, and streaming wouJids | 
They stalk'd around my bed j^with loud acclaim 
They caird Zaphimri t *midst the lightumg^s blaze 
Heaven rolFd consenting thunders o'er my head ; 
Straight from bis rovcrt the youth sprung upon rac, 
And shook his gleaming stec! — he hurVd me down, 

Down, headlong down the drear hold^ hold \ where 

am 1 ? 

Oh ! this dire whirl of thought- -my brain's on fire I 

OBar, Compose this wild disorder of tby souL 
Your foes this moment die. 

Enttr Mir VAN. 

Timur. What would'st thou, Mirvan ? 

A//r. Near to the eastern gate, a slave reports. 
As on his wntch he stood, a gleam of arms 
Cast a dim lustre through the night j and straight 
The steps of men thick sounded in his ear* 
In close array thty mirchM, 

Ttmur. Some Im king treason ! 
What, ho I my arras— ourself will sally forth, 

Mir, My liegei their scanty and rash-levied crew 
Want not a monarchy's sword— the valiant O^ar, 
Join'd by yon tliithful guard, will soon chastise them. 

Timur* Then be it so— 0<5lar, draw off the guard, 
And bring their leaders bound in chains before me. 

lExit oaar. 
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Mir, with sure conviftion we have further learned 
The long-contended truth — ^Etan's their king — 
The traitor Zamti counted but one son 5 
And him he sent far hence to Corca's realm. 
That should it e'er be known the prince survived, 
The boy might baffle justice. 

Timur, Ha ! this nloraent 
Ourself will see him fall. 

Mhr. Better, my liege. 
At this dead hour you sought repose — mean time 
Justice on him shall hold her course. Your foes 
Else might still urge that you delight in blood. 
The semblance of humanity will throw 
A veil upon ambition's deeds— 'tis thus 
That mighty conquerors thrive ; — and ev'n Vic?, 
When it would prosper, borrows Virtue's mien. 

Timur. Mirvan, thou counsePst right: beneath a shew 
Of public weal we lay the nations waste. 
And yet these eyes shall never know repose. 
Till they behold Zaphimri perish. Mirvan, 
Attend me forth. 

Mir. Forgive, my sovereign liege, 
Forgive my over-forward zeal— I knew 
It was not fitting he should breathe a moment t 
The truth once known, I rush'd upon the vi6lim» 
And with this sabre cleft him to the ground. 

Timur. Thanks to great Lama ! — treason is no more, 
And their boy king is dead. Mirvan, do thou 
This very night bring me the stripling's head. 
Soon as tke da\\riU\^U \jur9le yonder east. 
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Aloft in air all China shall behold it, 
Parch'd by the sun, and welt'ring to the wind : 
llaste, Mirvan, haste, and sate my fondest wish. 
Mir, This hour approves my loyalty and truth. \Ex, 
Timur. Their deep laid plot hath miss'dit's ^m, and 
TJmurkan 
May reign secure. No longer horrid dreams 
Shall hover round my couch : the prostrate world 
)Iencefor(b $ha)l ]earn to own my sovYeign sway. 

^/r/^MlRVAN, 

Hmur. WeU, Mirvan, hast shou brought thewlsh'd- 

for pledge? [horror! 

Mir. My liege, I fear 'twill strike thy soul with 

Zafb, By heav'n, the sight wijl glad my longing 

eyes. 

Oh ! give it to me !-— -• 

fnter Zaphimri f^z Sabre in bis Hand) and plants bim* 
self before tbe Tyrant, 

Timur, Ha! then all is lost. 

Zapb. Now, bloody Tartar, now then know Zaphlmri, 

Timur, Accursed treason 1— To behold thee thus 
Alive before me, blasts my aching eye-balls : 
My blood forgets to move 5 each powV dies in me. 

Zafb, WeU m^y'st thou tremble, well may guilt 
like thine 
Shrink back appalPd 5 — for now avenging Ileav'n 
Jn me sends foith it's minister of wrath, 
'J'o deal destruction on thee,— 
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Timur, Treach^roui slave I 
Tis farseU— wjth cowaixUart, a base assassin^ 
A midnight ruffian on roy peaceful hour 
Secure thou commit, thus to assault a wirrior 
Thy heart could never dare to meet in arms. [sce'it 

Zapb. Not meet thee, Taitar ? — ha ♦. — in me thou 
One on wliose head unnumbered wrongs thou*st heap*d » 
Eise could I scorn thee, thus defenceles*.— Yes, 
By all my great revenge, could bid thee try each shapes 
Assume each horrid form, come forth anay*d 

In all the terrori of destruflive guilt 5 

But now a dear, a murder'd father calls | 
He lifts my arm to rivet thee to earth, 
Th* avenger of mankind. 

Mir. Fall on, my prince* 

Timur, By Heav'nj TU dare thee rtlli. Resign it, i 
Kesign thy blade to nobler hands. 

ISftatcbet Mirvan> sake, 

Mir. Oh! horror! 
W^at ho I bring help ! —Let not the fate of Chtni 
Hang on the issue of a doubtful combat. 
, Timur* Come on, presumptuous boy I 

Zaph, Inhuman regicide ! 
Now^ lawless ravager, Zaphimri comes 
To wreak his vengeance on thee. [Exeunt fighting 

Mir. [jo/«j.] Oh! nerve his arm* ye Powers, 
guide each blow I 

Enitr Ha met* 
Mir, Sec there !— behold^hc darts upon his prcy.^ 
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Zapb. [^witTnnJ] Die, bloodhound, die I • 
Timur, [witbin.] May curses blast ray ami 

That faird so soon ! 

Hamet, The Tartar drops his point. 

CZaphimri now 

Timur, \'witbtn,'] — ^Have mercy ! — ^mercy !— oh ! — 
Zafb. Ifwitbin.l Mercy was never thine. — This, fell 
destroyer. 

This, for a nation^s groans !— 
Afir. The monster dies 5 

He quivers on the ground. Then letinc fly 

To Zamti and Mandane with the tidings. 

And call them back to liberty and joy. [^ExH Mirvan. 

Enter Zaphim ri . 

Zapb, Now, Hamet, now oppression is no mores 
This smoking blade hath drunk the tyrant^s blood. 

Hamet. China again is free I There lies the corse 
That breath'd destruction to the world. 

Zapb. Yes^tbere, 
Tyrannic guilt, behold thy fatal end. 
The wages of thy sins. 

Enter ylo%^T• 
Morat. Where is the king ? 
Revenge now stalks abroad. Our valiant leaders. 
True to the destined hour, at once broke forth 
From ev'ry quarter on th' astonished foe : 
0(5tar is fall'n } all cover'd o*cr with wounds 
He met his fate ^ and still the slaughtering sword 
I 
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Invades the city, sunk in sleep and wine. 

Zafh, IfO ! Timurkan lies levelPd with the dust! 
Send forth, and let Orasming straight proclaim 
Zaphimri king— my subjedls rights restorM. 

\Exit Moral, 
Now, where is Zamti ? where Mandane ?^ha I 
What means that look of wan despair? 

£/;/^r MiRVAN, 

Mir. Oh ! dire mischance ! 
While here I trembled for the great event. 
The unreleQting slaves, whose trade is death. 
Began their work, ^or piety, nor age. 
Could touch their felon-hearts ; they seiz'd on Zamrii 
And bound him on the wheel. All frantic at the sight, 
Mandane plunged a poniard in her heart. 
And at her husband^s feet expired. 

Hornet. Oh! Heavens! 
My mother I » 

Zapb, Fatal rashness !-»—Mirv^, say. 
Is Zamti too destroyed ? 

Mir. Smiling in pangs. 
We found the good, the venerable man s 
Released from anguish, with what strenjith remainM, 
He reach'd the couch where lost Mandane layj [body, 
There threw his mangled limbs j there, clinging to the 
Prints thousand kisses on her clay-cold lips. 
And pours his sad lamentings, in a strain 
Might call each pitying angel from the sky. 
To sympathize with human woe. 
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\lLhe great Fdding-doors open in the back Scene. 
Zapb, And see. 
See on that mournful bier he clasps her still ; 
Still bangs upon each fiaded feature ; still 
To her deaf ear complains in bkter anguish • 
Heart-piercing sight ! 

Hamet» Oh I agonizing scene ! 

[The corpse is brought for^ward, Zamti lying on 
the couch J and clasping the dead body.'] 
Zamti, Ah ! stay, Mandane, stay ! — ^yet once again 
Let me behold the day-light of thy eyes I— 
Gone, gone— for ever, ever gone! Those orbs 
That ever gently beam'd, must dawn no more! [joys ? 
Zaph» Are these our triumphs ?— these our promised 
Zamti. The music of that voice recalls my soul. 

[Rises from the body, and runs eagerly to embrace 
Zaphimri; his strength fails him, and befalls, 
at his feet.'] 
My prince ! my king ! 

Zapb. Soft, rjuse him from the ground. 
Zamti. Zaphimri !— Hamet too ! — Oh! bless'd event ! 
I could not hope such tidings — Thee, my prince — 
Thee too, my son — I thought ye both destroy 'd. 
My slow remains of life cannot endure 
These strong vicissitudes of grief and joy. \^9Xit \ 

And there-— oh ! Heaven ! — see there, there lies Man - 
Hamet. How fares it now, my father ? 
Zamti. Lead me to her 
Is that the ever dear, the faithful woman ? 
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Is tliat my wife ? ^And is it thus at length. 

Thus do I ^c ihcc then, Mandane ?— Cold, 
Alast death -cold - 

Cold is that bf east, where virtvie from above 
Made it* delighted sojouni, and those Ivps 
That uttered heav'nly truth — palel pale ! — dead* dcadt 

[$iiiks OH the hod}* 
Pray ye cnioitib me with her 1 [quests baik j 

Zaph. Then take, ye Powers, then take your con^j 
Zaphimri never can survive— ^ ■ 

ZamtL I Raijing himself .1 I charge thee Uvcj 
A base desertion of the public weal 
Can ne'er become a king. — ^Aias! my son— 
(By that dear tender name if once again 
Zanii ti may cail thee) — teais will liave theiwayl 
Forgive this Hood of tenderness : my heart 
Me lis even now I Thou noble youth, this is 
The only interview we e'er shall have, 

Zaph, And will ye then, inexorable Pow'i'S, 
Will ye then tear him from my aching heart ? 

Zamti. The moral duties of the private man 
Are grafted in thy soul— oh ! still remember 
The mean iimnutable of happiness. 
Or in the vale of life, or on a throne. 
Is Vii tae. Each bad action of a kiog 
Extends beyond his life, and acts again 
It*s tyranny o'er ages yet unborn. 
To errar mild, severe to guilty protect 
The helpless innocent ; and leani to feel 
Tbe best delight of serving humau kiml* 
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Be these, my prince, thy arts y be these thy cares. 
And live the father of a willing people. [lips 

• Harriet, Oh ! cruel ! — see— ah i see I — ^he dies !— liit 
Tremble in agony— his eye balls glare !— 
A death-like paleness spreads o'er all his face! 

Zapb, Is tliere no help to save so dear a life ? 

ZamtL It is too late — I die— alas I I die !■ ■ 
Life harr.issM out, pursuM with barb'^rous art, 
Through ev'fy trembling joint— now fails at once I 
Zaphimri— oh I farewel !— I shall not see 
The glories of thy reign. — Hamet !— my son— 
Thou good young man, farewel !— Mandane, yes. 
My soul with pleasure takes her flight, that thus 
Faithful in death, I leave these cold remains 
Near thy dear honour'd clay. [Dies, 

Zapb. And art thou gone. 
Thou best of men ?— Then muijt Zaphimri pine 
In evcr-during grief, since thou art lost j 
Since that firm patriot, whose parental care 
Should raise, should guide^ should animate my virtues. 
Lies there a breathless corse. 

Hamet, My liege, forbear : 
Live for your people ; madness and despair 
Belong to woes like mine. 

Zapb. Thy woes, indeed. 
Are deep, thou pious youth — ^yes, I will live. 
To soften thy affliftions ; to assuage 
A nation's grief, when such a pair expires. 
Come to my heart : — in thee another Zamti 
Shall bless the realm. Now let me hence to hail 
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My people with the sound of peace 5 that done> 
To these a gratetnl monument shall raise. 
With all sepulchral honour. Frequent there 
We'll offer incense ; — ^therc each weeping muse 
Shall grave the tributary verse ; — with tears 
Embalm their memories j and teach mankind, 
Howe'er Oppression stalk the groaning earth, 
Yet Heav'n, in it's own hour, can bring relief j 
Can blast the tyrant in his guilty pride, 
And prove the Orphan's guardian to the last. 
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Through fi^e long aSls rve fworn my sighing face^ 
Confin'd by critic laws io time and place j 
Tet that once done^ I ramble as i please. 
Cry London Hoy I and lubisk o'er land and seas- 
Ladies, excuse my dress^"" tis true Chinese, 
^bust quit of husband, death, and tragic strain, 
Iset us enjoy our dear small talk again* 

Hvw could this bard successful hope to prove f 
So many heroes — and not one in love I 
No suitor here to talk of flames that thrill j 
T(7 say the civil thing"-^^*' Tour eyes so 
No ravisher, to force us— ^-^to qur luill 
Tou^ve seen their eastern 'virtues, patriot passions, 
And now for sQmething of their taste and fashions. 
** O Lord! that's charming,^'' ^^cries my Lady Fidget. 
** I long tg know it — \Do the creatures <visit ? 
<« Dear Mrs, Tates, do, tell us-^lVell, how is it ?'' 

First, as to beauty Set your hearts at rest 

nejre all broad foreheads, and pigs eyes at best. 
And then they lead such strange, such formal lives !-^ 
' — /J little more at home than English winces : 
Lest the poor things should roam and prove untrue, 
They all are crippled in the tiny shoe. 
A hopeful scheme Io keep a wife from madding I 
m^We pinch our feet, and yet are ever gadding^ 
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nen tbef^e no cardSf m nuts, ne'er take thehrfiingy 

And pin money is an unheard-of thing ! 

*rhcn how dye think they ivrite — You'll ne'er diiAne-^ 

From tcp to bottom down in one straight line. [Mimics. 

JVe ladies i when our flames ^we cannot smother, 

IFrite letters—from one comer to another, , (Mifnics. 

One mode there is in ^juhicb both climes agree ; \ 

I scarce can teU^^'^mongst friends then let it be-"- v- 
"^^The creatures love to cheat as 'well as we, 7 

But bless mj *w?ts I Vve quite forgot the hard^-^ 
A civil soul! — By me be sends this card-^ 
^* Presents respcfts— /» ei)*ry lady bere-^ 
** Hopes for the honour — of a single tear,'''* 
The critics then tuill thr&w their dirt in vain. 
One drop from you nmll tvash out ev'ry stain. 
Acquaints you— C«cau the man is past bis fright) 
He holds bis rout — and here be keeps his night. 
Assures you ail a nvelcome, kind and hearty, 
The ladies shall play crowns—emd there" s the shilling party. 

[Points to the up»>er gallery. 
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